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PREFACE. 



Kind Reader, 

In laying this little volume before the Public 
I confess to a feeling of real alarm. I am ever 
vividly picturing those ferocious critics, who jump on 
one when he is down. I am not personally afraid, as 
I am fortunately at a safe distance. But alas ! my 
poor Book ! What will become of it ? It has no 
protector — it is a stranger in a strange land — ^it will 
be jumped on — it will disappear and never be heard 
of more. And even in the face of all this, I have no 
congratulations to offer you, and no excuse to make. 
The pieces must speak for themselves. None of them 
have been written at an early age, none of them in 
an extraordinary short time, and none of them, I 
trust, require a dictionary to solve their meaning. 

I have striven to be original — ^with what success 
I presume I have yet to learn. 



IV. 

Kind Reader, before you throw me away in 
•disgust, consider for one moment that every line in 
these pages has been thought over, and carefully 

« 

worked out by a fellow being. Think that what you 
may read in an hour may have taken a year of 
anxious thought to compose, no matter how little its 
present worth may be. Therefore, bear with me for 
a time, and if I strike a single chord of ^kindred 
feeling in your breast, we are both rewarded. 

Go, little volume! go forth upon the troubled 
water of the world and win your way — or sink. 

THE AUTHOR. 
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The Bridal Wi^ath 

AND OTHER POEMS. 



THE BRIDAL WREATH. 

I. 

CAN I strike the poet's lyre 
With hands untaught to melody ? 

And deem to me vouchsafed the fire, 
The gift, of heaven-born poesy ? 

1 know not — ^yet I would aspire, 
In all my heart's humility. 

To sing a lay, a simple lowly lay, 

Yet one that might not with me pass away. 

O may I live a few years more — 
A few years more to walk the earth, 

Ere my sad pilgrimage be o'er. 
And I in death be nothing worth. 

O may I view Britannia's shore. 
Nor in the country of my birth 

End my young life, and leave the sacred sod 

Of my proud fatherland by me untrod. 

A 
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O could I gaze upon the grave 
Where sweetly lies Endymion's Bard, 

Whose every breath of life God gave 
Did war with Nature. O how hard 

His lot No power of man could save-* 
No love of all his life retard. 

But, like a slender flower, earth's chilling blast 

Played round his form, and killed him as it passed. 

IV. 

O but to view the once famed land 

Where that proud bard in manhood died, 

That did in lowly grandeur stand 
Apart from man — ^half deified, 

And pour his lays with lavish hand. 
Embittered with a demon pride, 

Upon his fellows. Yea, whose very praise 

Waxed faint beneath his mind's resplendent rays. 

V. 

But vain the wish — aye, vain indeed ! 

So may my spirit onward soar 
And weep o'er scenes to me decreed 

Forbidden ground. May 1 no more 
Thus let my heart within me bleed, 

But may my fancy wander o'er 
The wide wide world, and gather there for me 
New thoughts and scenes to muse o'er happily. 
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VI. ' 
Kind reader — 'tis no idle tale — 

No thing of fancy that I tell, 
For in this life's e'er changeful vale 

All kinds of earthly sadness dwell, 
And rankling sorrow, that would quail 

The stoutest heart, and demons fell. 
Alike find place, and share alike the earth 
With all there is of happiness — of mirth. 

VII. 

All men know sorrow — some there be 
That know no joy — to whom their life 

Is burdensome — who long to flee 
They scarce know whither, save their strife 

To 'scape ; the anguish that they see 
So sadly — miserably rife 

In daily toil, inures them to their woe. 

Till onward darkly, hopelessly they go. 

VIII. 

Still when I see the giant wealth, 
Enslave all minds, engross all eyes. 

And undermine God's gift of health. 
For sake of shortlived, earthly prize — 

Still when I see by wily stealth 
The greed of gold in man arise, 

O then I fear that life is thrown away — 

That happiness is bartered for decay. 



B 
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IX. 
Go look at man. Gaze on the poor — 

See there the misery of life. 
Gaze on the great, whom men adore, 

And see the workings of keen strife. 
Gaze on the rich in worldly store — 

See them with abject sorrow rife. 
Gaze where thou wilt, all grades of men possess 
A secret misery, which few confess. 

X. 

O man, how great and yet how small — 
How rich and yet how poor thou art ! 

Tis fated so. As showers will fall. 
As lightning through the heavens dart 

Despite the sun's majestic thrall. 
So in thy mind will errors start, 

Dark passions rise, and meanest cravings spring. 

Themselves unworthy earth's most abject thing. 

XI. 

O melancholy, 'tis to thee 

I raise my song, to thee I look 
For bitter aid. O grant to me 

The pity that I scarce can brook. 
That I may revel in the glee 

Of feelings that but now forsook 
My whilome joyous mind. O grant me now 
The deeper feelings of a saddened brow. 
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XII. 
O sweet the thought that grief distils — 

O sweet to muse where sadness clings — 
O sweet the music that instils 

A thousand memories on its wings 
Of by-gone woes — that sweetly fills 

With saddened awe the mind, and strings 
The very chords of love in human hearts 
To harmony, and purest bliss imparts. 

XIII. 
Yet so it is. What tale so sweet 

As that where sadness leaves its trace t 
What theme for mortal half so meet 

As that that brings in laughter's place 
A hallowed tear ? O learn to greet 

The saddened tale with willing face, 
For it can teach in its short hour of woe 
A rich contentment 'neath misfortune's blow. 

XIV. 

But to my tale. O blame me not 

If it be sad. The woes of life 
Are surely hard. Man's saddened lot 

Demands a respite for his strife ; 
And yet may sorrow be forgot 

By sorrow, and the mind o'er rife 

With sadness can some secret pleasures find 

In other's woe — in woes of humankind. 

B 2 
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XV. 

Twas spring-time, and the birds did sing 
From out the hedge-rows, and with starts 

Their wild and rapid flight would wing, 
And pour from out their brimming hearts 

Their praise and gratitude to spring. 
The warm spring that joy imparts, 

And makes the teeming earth with fruit o'er ripe^ 

And bids all nature glow with tenfold life. 

XVI. 
Twas spring-time, and the lambs did play, 

With wanton skip and merry bound. 
And, running from their dams away. 

Did nimbly seek some sunny mound 
To be their altar — ^where this day 

With many a gambol round and round, 
With battle lost, and summit short time won, 
They pay their homage to the spring-time sun. 

XVII. 

'Twas spring-time, and there walked a youth 

Among the fields, his heart was light — 
He sang full merrily — in truth 

He too was happy, and so bright 
His thoughts, so sweet his dreams forsooth, 

AH was as merry in his sight 
As the glad birds, that had no thought of care^ 

^t ever warbled on the morning air. 
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XVIII. 

'Twas spring-time, and a maiden tripped 

Across the meadows — in her glee 
She sang full sweetly, and she skipped 

And ran and walked so cheerily, 
She too was happy, and time slipped 

So gaily by, she was as free 
From anxious care, as the young lambs that played, 
And idly through the pleasant meadows strayed. 

XIX. 

They both were happy — and they met — 
Then quickly passed the time away. 

They wandered through the fields thick set 
With fragrant flowers, and on that day 

They talked of love, and did forget 
All else beside, and to its sway 

They yielded up their hearts, and theirs the bliss, 

The fondest joy, of love's first hallowed kiss. 

XX. 

And they were happy — if there be 

A paradise on earth — a spot, 
Where still in an immortal glee 

All worldly sorrows are forgot, 
Where bliss stamps out all misery 

And purest feeling in man's lot — 
'Twas theirs — in nature's garden thus to roam, 
Their hearts, of man's divinity, the home. 
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XXI. 
In one short month they were to wed, 

To join their hearts in life-vows fast ; 
But ere that month its course had sped, 

Or half it's anxious days were past, 
O what a change, for joy had fled ; 

Their bliss too great to longer last — 
And sorrow now did darkly shroud them o'er. 
To lift its cloud from off them — never more. 

XXII. 

And thus with all — to day we smile — 
To-morrow weep. To-day we weave 

Bright dreams of bliss, and hope the while — 
To-morrow we do sadly grieve 

O'er shattered hopes, and do revile 
The fortune that can so deceive. 

To-day we live — to-morrow we must die, 

Each one impelled by his own destiny. 

XXIII. 

A month had past, and still 'twas spring. 
The birds poured forth their songs of old. 

And still their flight did swiftly wing, 
And still in carolling they told 

Their gratitude — their offering. 

The lambs still played upon the wold, 

All nature seemed as gay, as happy too. 

As in the spring-time it was wont to do. 
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XXIV. 
A month had pass'd — and this the day 

The youth and maiden were to wed. 
The sun shone forth, and happy they 

O'er whom 'tis so — for it is said 
The bride soon withers to decay 

That under clouds is altar led. 
The sun shone forth, but ere that sun had set 
All hearts were heavy, and all eyes were wet 

XXV. 

Hark to the bell ! It's solemn soundi 

But ill bespeaks a marriage peal. 
It tolls so sadly, and around 

All silently the people steal 
With woeful looks, and seem spell bound 

From dire mishap— as though they feel 
A weight of woe, which each would bear alone, 

Nor make their saddened burden to all known. 

XXVI. 

The bell has ceased. In solemn state, 

A crowd of people slowly bear 
Two coffins to the churchyard gate. 

Of bride and bridegroom all lay there. 
Theirs but in life the saddened fate — 

Theirs but the wreath that few must wear. 
When life to them did seem but doubly gay, 
Stern death stepped in and snatched that life away. 
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XXVII. 
When nature smiled her sweetest smile. 

To them it was a deadly frown. 
When hope built up a goodly pile, 

That hope but cast it rudely down. 
When blissful thoughts did them beguile, 

'Twas but in woe their bliss to drown. 
When fortune beckoned with her out-stretched hand, 
That hand but smote them with a ruthless brand. 

XXVIII. 

'Twas even so. That God on high 
Who guarded them through infancy, 

Who brought them unto marriage nigh. 
Did so ordain their destiny, 

That for some end they both should die, 
Though what that end a mystery — 

To us unknown — unknown it ere has been — 

An end of His, all seeing, yet unseen. 

XXIX. 

O cruel death ! O who shall say 

That thou wert kind } To thus dash low. 

And thus for ever snatch away 
A maiden in the hopeful glow 

Of youth's fond dream, when every ray 
Of her young life did stronger grow. 

And sweetly bind her with an unknown power, 

To her frail life — the plaything of an hour. 
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XXX. 

O cruel death ! Yet who shall say- 
That though wert cruel ? For the best 

The youth and maiden thou did'st slay, 
And take them early to thy rest. 

The maiden first thou called'st away, 
And damped the fire within her breast. 

The youth sore wept, and so in pity then. 

Thou soon did'st let him see his love again. 

. XXXI. 

The bell has ceased. The scene is o'er. 

The bride and bridegroom sadly wed. 
O may their spirits* fondly soar 

From out their cold and earthly bed. 
To dwell for ever ever more 

In the abodes of blessed dead — 
In realms of unknown bliss — in Paradise — 
In God's great heaven beyond our azure skies. 

XXXII. 

Aye all is o'er. The day is done. 

The shades of night draw on apace, 
One faltering step the gate hath won, 

To weep beside their resting place. 
One careworn heart, whose life hath run 

Through many years, with upturned face 
Doth meekly say, ** Thy gracious will be done," 
Then weep again above her only son. 
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XXXIII. 
One little bird doth sadly sing 

A requiem o'er the lowly dead. 
And O how sweet its offering — 

The tears of nature gently shed. 
One twinkling star doth radiance fling — 

A ray, upon their earthly bed, 
Of hope to come — a silvery tear from high — 
A tender welcome to the boundless sky. 

XXXIV. 

'Tis midnight. In his winding sheet 
The youth lies calmly in his grave. 

The maiden — as did seem most sweet—- 
A boon which she herself did crave, 

Ere yet her heart had ceased to beat, 
Ere yet He took her life that gave — 

In bridal dress lies peacefully at rest, 

Her lovers likeness resting on her breast. 

XXXV. 

Tis midnight, and the bird hath flown, 

But whither gone I cannot tell, 
Or wherefore it should sing alone. 

So sweet, and yet so sad a knell. 
Perchance some troubles of its own 

It's little heart with grief did swell, 
\nd it did pour it's sorrows forth, then fly 

o some lone spot, where it could sing and die. 



The Brtdal Wreath and other Poems. 1 3 



xxxvl. 

The star hath set, and in its stead 

A countless host bedecked the sky. 
They weep not, but all coldly shed 

Their chilly glimmer from on high. 
The care-worn heart, with faltering tread. 

Hath left that grave, to ever sigh, 
And weep to think that she has lived so many years 
To end her bitter life, in bitter tears. 

xxxvll. 

They sleep alone — unwatched — ^unwept — 

Uncared for, but by very few ; 
And I, who have my vigil kept 

To sing a passing knell — I too 
Must sleep — alone — as they have slept. 

No faltering step my couch to woo — 
I sleep — one little star to soothe my rest — 
One little bird to nestle on my breast. 
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HEAVENLY FIRE. 



" At the same time we may remark that heaven bom poets are 
rare, and that the author is not one of them.'' — Extract from Daily 
Southern Cross Newspaper, 



O MUSE divine, if in my breast 
No fitting shrine abides for thee, 

If thou dost scorn to take thy rest 
Within my heart, away then flee. 

Nor linger near to torture me 

With this all horrid mockery. 

If heavenly fire to me must be 

Ever a thing of mystery — 

If I am doomed to never know 
The burning Poet's inspiring glow. 
But ever through this world must go 

In darkness, and in blackest night, 
' My heart enchained with one delight, 
And that a curse — a scarce felt throb, 

That darkens all my youthful days. 
And from my mind can only rob. 

And ever dash hope's feeble rays. 

If this my fate, avaunt O ! Muse, 
And with thy fabled fancies soar 
To higher regions, there to pour 
The graces in thy golden store 
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O'er worthier hearts, that they may use 

Thy gracious gifts, nor aught abuse — 
And leave to me the darkened thought, 
With hate and rankling envy fraught, 

That I may moulder, day by day. 

Consumed by deep remorse away. 
O heavenly fire, go flicker round 

The thousand hearts that sing. 

And o'er them fiercest burnings fling, 
And pile the fury of thy fire. 

To tune their muses to the sound 

Of lofty rhyme, and merry bound 
Of tripping feet, lest fading low 
From lack of fuel, they feeble grow, 

And in a moment all expire. 

And my poor muse ! O heed it not, 

But 'mong dead things e'er let it rot, 
A thing of nought — unworthy light. 
Ne'er doomed to glow in fancies bright. 
But short time make a trembling fight. 

And feebly strive to raise its head. 
Then sink for ever in that night 

That wafts to endless sleep the dead. 

O Muse ! O fire of heaven, avaunt ! 
And cease my bosom thus to haunt 
With dark forebodings, grim and gaunt. 
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Hence ! Fly ye ! And o'er me alone 
Let no kind aid be sometime strewn. 

Apollo's muse ! could I invoke 
Thy godlike aid to guide my song 
'Mong themes of old, and dwell among 
The ancient heroes, and the throng 

Of Godlike beings, 'neath whose yoke 
Nations did tremble, and the earth 

Was but a plaything, now employed 

To vent their spleen, anon o'ercloyed, 
To dance beneath their heavenly mirth 
With sin and pleasure at a birth. 

If such my lot, but vain the thought. 
And vain the wish. Away ye dreams. 

E'er floating through my mind o'erwrought. 
As 'mong dark mountains, moonlit streams 

Glide onward to the ocean deep. 
Away ye dreams, o'ertorturing sleep 
Begone ! and your dull watchings keep 

O'er ocean chaos — o'er the past, 

In adamantine chains held fast. 

Mine not the lot, or quick behold. 
In flowing rhyme, the age unfold 
Of gods and furies, and mark out 
The glowing feast, the altar's shrine. 
The pleasant tales, the form divine. 
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All mingled with the wanton shout 

Of votaries of the god of wine. 
What time that bold Prometheus stole 

The fire of heaven, and placed it hot 
Within man's breast, to fire his soul, 
And o'er his mind hold fierce control, 

And ever make the sacred spot, 
The first receptacle of heat — 
The heart, in joyous pleasure beat. 

What time that Orpheus wandered o'er 
The varied earth, and from his lyre — 
Apollo's gift — poured forth such fire, 

That mountains trembled to their core. 
And rivers stayed their onward course. 
And Oceanus muttering hoarse 

His deep applause, stood on the strand, 
Upcurled in pride, yet deigning not 
To violate the sacred spot 

By rudely breaking on the land. 

O Orpheus' lyre, how thrilling sweet 
Thy raptured song, when not alone ; 

All mortals trembled at thy feet. 

And woods, earth, air, did e'er entreat, 
By bowing 'neath thy sacred throne. 

Thy graceful measure to repeat ; 
But Hell itself in rapture stayed 

Its furious fire and torturous pains. 



1 8 The Bridal Wreath and other Poems. 



And all its horrid woes delayed, 

While last sweet Orpheus' heavenly strains. 
But vain the wish, no fire is mine. 

No heavenbom muse to me is wed ; 
But ever at my own incline. 
My thoughts in poesy I twine, 
And pour them, burning at the shrine 

At which they lie, for ever dead. 
This but my lot, to calmly sing. 

And pour my verse upon the air 

In some lone dell, some distant spring, 
Where fancies onward take their wing, 
And beautify each living thing. 

And clothe the mind with garments fair. 

To ease the path of worldly care : 
To sing alone — ^unheard — ^unknown — 

Unwept, but by the aching heart, 

That silent beats, with pangs overgrown, 

Within my breast — by tears that start. 
Yet fall not, and all trembling stand. 
Disdaining flight from motherland. 

Since this my fate, avaunt dread fire 
That glows alone in modern days 
>'er worthier minds, and by its rays 
'er tempts their would-be worthier lays 
y, perchance, a region higher. 
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Mine but the fire — the inward glow — 
The love of youth — the sacred stream — 
The joys that with a pleasure flow 
From the young heart, and make it so 
That all things live, and breathe, and grow 
In the fond light of Hope's young dream. 

O hope, sweet hope, as dear to me, 

As bright, as pure in misery 
As the bright tear in anguish shed, 
That gently falls upon the dead 

Distilled by utmost purity. 
That tear itself a hope, full bright, 
A quivering, trembling mound of light, 

A beam of faith — of other life — 
Of rest for ever from the fight. 

And battle of this worldly strife. 
Hope is my all, in hope I write 

Fly, ye dark dreams of want of fire ! 
Avaunt ye mortals ! whence your right 

To doubt me thus ? If I expire 
In darkest night, no mortal nigh, 
To weep o'er my last dying sigh, 
I still will hope, and hoping die. 

Therefore, O hope, be thou to me, 
A heavenly fire, while now I sing 
Of poesy, and fancies wing. 
And on the winds them broadcast fling. 

And bid them o'er the wide world flee, 

To bring a treasure back for thee. 

C 
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O Poesy, the chord art thou 

Of tenderness in mortal breast — 
The spring of love — ^the fruitful bough 

Of happiness to those distressed — 
The fire that stirs the patriot's heart 
To raging flames — ^that does impart 

The soldier's valour, so that he 
Abandons home without a sigh, 

And though outnumbered, will not flee, 
But for his country stand and die. 

O Poesy, thou art the soul 
Of all that's beautiful in life ; 

Beneath thy sway thou dost enrol 
Sweet Nature's self : the world is rife 

With thy similitude, thou art. 

Of evers^thing, the sweeter part 

O Poesy, if now to me 

Thou art forbidden — it is well ; 
My muse is as a broken bell. 
That still may ring a passing knell, 

Though ring devoid of melody. 
So still will I my love tales tell. 

Still ease my heart, still thus outpour, 

In passing rhymes, the cherished store 
Of feelings that, within my breast. 
Do whilome there so often rest. 

Then strive to flit in harmony. 

Two lives have we, that which is real, 
The daily journey to our end. 
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And that again which is ideal, 

In which our fancies sweetly blend. 
'Tis thus with all : though most may find 

The real the sweetest, yet there be 
Some left, perchance, of humankind. 
To whom the pleasures of the mind. 

The revels wild, the maddening glee 
Of living fancies, sweeter are 

Than joys of earth, which time doth mar. 

So be it, then. The mind of youth 

Is latent, as the image lies 
Upon the photographic plate : 

Unseen in all its detailed truth, 
And needs to have an altered state, 
Ere it its finished form supplies. 
So thus with youth : to youthful eyes 
All things are wonderful ; the skies 

Are heaven, and each simple deed 

A miracle. The eyes then feed 
The brain, and there in youth impress 

The character, not early seen, 

Perchance, but hid as with a screen 
Of mist — unformed — ^there none the less. 

And there it lies, until time turns, 
Developes, and then behold 

Each hidden trait, its form unfold. 
Each secret fancy, for which bums 

The infant mind, spring into life — 

C 2 
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Each good, each evil war in strife — 
Each youthful feature soon grow old. 
The mind developed, thus is told. 

And this goes on, until again 

Some great event, some lasting pain. 
Some sudden joy, or sudden woe. 

Fixes the mind — dissolves away 
The misty curtain — dashes low 

All further parts — ^springs into day — 
Reveals the character aright. 
And plainly shows each shade, each light. 

Thus springs the mind ; some men are old 
In youth, and some in age are young ; 

Their character for them foretold 
By destiny, the which no tongue 

Can alter, no persuasion change. 
No poverty, no wealth, undo : 

For death alone can but derange, 
Not snap the character in two. 

So now within my youthful breast 

A voice bids hope, ^nd I do feel 
Strange feelings there, yet thoughts of rest 

From worldly weariness e'er steel 
My bosom 'gainst the pangs of death, 
And I do strive with present breath 

To but fulfil the destiny 

That God has here allotted me. 
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LILY. 



I. 

The Sun sank low *midst clouds of gold, 
Which sweetly blushed as he did kiss 

His fond good night. As love-tale told 
Tween youthful hearts, but needs the bliss, 

Of once more parting to complete the scene, 

And make them wish they e'er had parting been. 

II. 

Thus with the Sun, the sweetest hour 
That he vouchsafes, is that thrice bless'd. 

In which he parts, and yields his power 
To Evening's gentleness and rest, 

Retaining for himself remembrance meet. 

Of his past reign, by present twilight sweet. 

III. 

Twas evening — the sweet eventide 
That follows summer's heated glare — 

Kind nature's respite from the ride 
Of fiery Phoebus, and the fair 

Diana's reign, when with her silvery rays 

O'er forest lake, she night-long glitt'ring plays. 




The Bridal Wreath and other Poems. 



'Twas evening, and young children played, 
And romped with wild delight the while — 

Then laughed the boy and screamed the maid, 
While old men gazed with merry smile. 

And wandered back to days long passed away, 

When sportive children they were wont to play, 

V, 

O happy age ! the child's glad youth — 
A string of smiles for ever bright — 

When they but h've to play forsooth, 
And pass each hour in wild delight. 

Nor heed — nor know — nor take a single care 

For the woes of life and their saddened share. 



'Tis meet 'tis so — O grant the child 
A little rest— a little bliss— 

A revet in his fancies wild, 

Ere yet he grows to look on this — 

As all he knew of happy peace on earth — 

His boyhood paradise, his infant mirth. 
VII 

And hard for them — aye hard thetr fate ; 
Who know not in their youth some play. 

But have each feeling turned to hate, 
Each sacred longing chased away, 
■ch chord of pity in their youthful hearts, 
lapped by the woe that poverty imparts. 
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VUL 

Twas evening and the labour o'er, 

The young, disported them at will — 
The old, poured forth their golden store 

Of fabled tales, believing still 

That which their father's but believed too well. 

Which now in turn they to their children tell. 

IX. 
O happy days ! too soon to flit, 

Too soon to fade like mist away. 
Too soon to make dull sorrow sit 

Where now but beams a joyous ray. 
Too soon to change hearts, careless, young, and free, 
By bitter bitter strife, to misery. 

X. 

O children ! long ye then no more 
For manhood age. Long not to fight 

Till ye be forced. Life's ample door 
Is open wide, but bid " good night '* 

Ere ye do enter, to all boyhood schemes 

Of manhood glory — save perchance in dreams. 

XI. 
'Twas evening in a sheltered spot, 

Apart from noise and boisterous mirth, 
The churchyard lay — the common lot 

Of all — the last repose on earth, 
Where sinks the weary, careworn heart to rest. 
Side by the side of him, whom riches blessed. 
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I sought the spot, my mind then turned 

To sadness, and an anxious care 
That in my troubled bosom burned 

Bid me find rest, aye even there, 
Where whitened tombstones mouldering to decay, 
Each one a sepulchre, around me lay. 

Xlll. 
And some were fair, and proudly stood 

Above their fellows — as in life 
Their occupants— but now the food 

Of earth, how vain their princely strife ! 
How vain to raise a pyramid of stones — 
A tower of pride, o'er our poor human bones. 

XIV. 
And some were lowly, with a mound 

Of turf-grown grass, to mark where lay 
Some infant child, and all around 

Fair blossoms bloomed — so sweet were they — 
One scarce could deem that it were sad to die, 
In such a grave so peacefully to lie. 

XV. 
One grave was there — a simple mound — 

No stone to tell it's saddened tale — 
Hut modest violets bordering round 

Had grown so wild that they did fail 
The waving grass's outward course to stay. 
A.nd sweetly intermingling both held sway. 
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XVI. 
AH knew the grave, and it was said 

That on the grassy mound was traced 
The name of the reposing dead, 

In snow-white shells, now long effaced 
By the long grass, yet he of curious mind, 
If so he wished, could still the letters find. 

XVII. 

Time was, when year by year there came 

An old man there, who silently 
Repaired the grave, and did reframe 

The shells to their old symmetry. 
Forming the name of LiLY with a care. 
That proved his toil-worn heart lay also there. 

XVIII. 

But now full many years had fled, 
And all unchecked the long grass grew. 

And some believed the old man dead. 
And some did doubt the story too, 

And half forgotten, where the long grass grows. 

Lay Lily's lowly name in wild repose. 

XIX. 

Of Lily's age, or death, none knew — 
The grave was all — and old men said. 

And fiercely would affirm it true, 
One summer's eve, as daylight fled, 

A band of fairies in the churchyard played 

And danced around the form of human maid. 
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XX. 

And in the morning was a grave — 

New made, where she last seen did stand. 
And in one night the grass did wave, • 

And violets bloom, and fairy hand 

Trace out her name — each shell a shining tear — 

Shed sadly o'er young Lily's lowly bier. 

XXL 
And thus the tale. A grave — a name — 

A mystery, was all now left 
Of some fair being. What her fame — 

Her life — ^her death — ^whom she bereft, 
Lay hidden in her grave — with her had died, 
And all enquiries — doubts — alike defied, 

XXIL 
'Twas thus I mused, and bending o'er 

Young Lily's grave, I did espy 
A broken shell, of all the store. 

That formed her name in days gone by, 

This seemed the last, and formed a fitting token 

Of that young heart mysteriously broken. 

XXIII. ' 
Long I gazed — ^how long I know not — 

Too long may be — a tear drop fell 
In pity o'er that sacred spot : 

It was but one — yet it were well 
If tears came oftener to the sorrowing mind. 
And oftener moved the hearts of humankind. 
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XXIV. 

One tear drop fell— one single tear : 

More may have fallen, but a sigh — 
A heartfelt sigh, struck on my ear — 

A gentle hand, all tremblingly, 
Did grasp my arm — a voice, in accents deep, 
Rung through my frame, and asked, " Why dost thou 
weep ? " 

XXV. 

I started — turned — and lo, there knelt 

An old man humbly on the sod. 
Were my heart stone I could have felt 

For his sad look — ^he must have trod 
This weary world for many — many a year. 
To sadly learn there's worth in every tear. 

XXVL 

His snow-white locks — his wrinkled brow — 

His weary look and wandering eye, 
Betokened age, and o'er him now 

There came a pain of agony, 
As slowly, sadly rising to his feet, 
Why dost thou weep t " his question did repeat. 

XXVII. 

Why weep, old man } — I weep for those 

" Who in the springtime of their life 
^' Find hard to bear their earthly woes. 

** And sink beneath the bitter strife. 
^* I weep for those who — thoughtless — joyous— free, 

" Plunge suddenly into eternity." 
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XXVIII. 
" Well dost thou weep, but weep no more 

" For them, for they do need no tears ; 
" But O, thy saddest grief outpour 

" O'er those who in their youthful years 
" Have their whole life, by their own fellows* greed,. 
" Blasted for aye. For these let thy heart bleed. 

XXIX. 

" Gaze thou on me, and note me well — 
" An old man tottering to the grave — 

" Look in my face ; these wrinkles tell 
" Each one of woe — the locks that wave 

" Around my head are white, not white with age, 

" But withered in life's youthful pilgrimage. 

XXX. 

" I once had youth, and walked the earth 

*' As other youth. I once was gay, 
" And turned each care of life to mirth, 

" And dteamt not pleasures pass away, 
" I once was happy — fifty years have flown 
"Since smile lit up these features, ghastly grown: 

XXXI. 

" Here, on this spot, I stood, where now 
** Behold a grave ! And by my side 

" Stood she who plighted me her vow, 
" And was to be some day my bride. 

" O God, that ever in a world so fair, 

" Could come so little joy — so much of care ! 
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XXXII. » 

^' But, young man, listen : What my name 

" Now matters not. We both were very young — 

^' Were orphans — had endured the same 
" Sad loss — the loss that human tongue 

" Can ne'er express in half its saddened truth — 

^' Our parents' love and guidance in our youth. 

XXXIII. 

^' When young we were together cast — 

" At the same toil we daily stood, 
** And learned to love ere youth had passed — 

'* Ere dawned our man and womanhood. 
*^ The years flew fast, and we lived happily — 
^* In all her troubles LiLY looked to me. 

XXXIV. 

*^ I loved her from my very soul, 

" And her whole heart she gave to me, 

*' And we were happy — days did roll 
" And pass on ever merrily. 

" I was not rich, yet life to me was sweet : 

** I lived for something — had some hope to meet. 

XXXV 

" And we were happy — ^yet a cloud 

" Came darkly o'er our azure sky, 
^* And chilled our hearts — it seemed a shroud, 

" And passed not : gloomily on high 
" It swung, and daily threatened, with a frown. 
Our earthly hopes to cast for ever down. 
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XXXVI. 
'' It was a demon, in the shape 

" Of Man — z, wretch, whose very soul 
" Was damned ere he was bom — an ape 

" Of Satan — one whose rightful goal 
" Is everlasting darkness, and the fire 
" That ever burns, and bums to ne'er expire. 

XXXVII. 

" It was a man who, rich in wealth 
" And power, and great in earthly fame, 

" Could set about, by wily stealth, 
" The ruin of a poor girl's name. 

" A man who, for a worse than murderer's deed, 

" Gets earthly praise, when death was scarce his meed. 

XXXVIII. 

" He was my master, and the bread 

'' I daily ate came from his hand. 
** I feared him, and a hidden dread 

" Came o'er me. I did sadly stand 
*' In doubt, and brood dark thoughts, and con them o'er 
" Till, maddened by the thought, I thought the more. 

XXXIX. 

" For we were poor — ^they said that God 
" Alone gave wealth — and if God's gift, 

" 'Twas for some good, not for a rod 
" To scourge His poor, but rather lift 

*' The burthens that they partially must bear, 

" And ease their weary hearts — not turn and tear. 
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XL. 

" But one morning Lily sought me, 
" And told me all— all that I feared— 

" And begged me with her that day flee, 
" Ere her young heart for life was seared : 

" The demon tempted with his wealth her fame, 

" Then threatened her with poverty and shame. 

XLI. 

" We went, and at the close of day 

" Stood in this churchyard, on this spot ; 

" We left our demon far away, 
" And deemed that safety was our lot : 

" And Lily's head in weariness did rest, 

'* In thankfulness and love, upon my breast. 

XLII. 

" 'Twas thus, when I had scarcely sworn 
" If ever mortal wrought her harm 

" 'Twere better he had not been born — 
" Twas thus — I felt her grasp my arm — 

'' I heard a loud report — she oped her eyes — 

" Gazed up in mine, and passed to Paradise. 

XLIIL 

" Aye, she was dead : upon her breast 

" Flowed her life's blood — ^her loving heart, 

" In its sweet dream of peaceful rest, 
'* Unknown to her, by envy's dart 

" Was struck to fragments, and without a sigh 

" She died, to scarcely know what 'twas to die. 
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XLIV. 

^* I moved not — ^spoke not — scarcely breathed : 
" My very soul seemed dead to pain ; 

*' And round me such a woe was wreathed 
" That doomed me ne'er to hope again, 

" I stood transfixed, and even longed to die, 

" So fearful was my utter misery. 

XLV. 
" Yes, she was dead — my LiLY dead. 

" But by whom killed } — a single glance 
*' Doubly fulfilled my greatest dread : 

" Among yon trees, there led by chance, 
" Mine eyes did rest, for but one moment rest, 
" On his dark form — the demon of my breast 

XLVI. 

^' He fled dismayed. He had not meant 
" To kill poor Lily, but the hand 

" Of Providence all kindly sent 
" The bullet from its first command 

" To pierce her heart ; and happy she 'twas so : 

" Thus snatching her to death from greater woe. 

XLVII. 

" But oh ! it is but madness now 
" To piece out thus that fatal night. 

** Few know my anguish ; o'er my brow 
** Passed scorching fire — ^before my sight 

^* AH seemed a smoky space — a blank despair, 

" Too horrible to harbour even care. 
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XLVIII. 

" I Stood — all hopes, all dreams, all bliss, 

'* All love of life, all hope to come, 
" For ever crushed — stampt out of this 

" Dull clay, I stood sightless and dumb : 
" How long I know not. O that I had died, 
" And sweetly slept in youth, by Lily's side. 

XLIX. 

How passed that night I never knew ; 

" But when once more the daylight came. 

There lay the grave that now you view, 

" And on it writ young Lily's name. 

^' Aye, there she lay, the beautiful, the true, 

" And 'neath that sod my heart lay, too, 

Lv 
I knelt beside her as she lay 

" In her lone grave. I could not weep : 
My burning brain, chased tears away ; 

" And I all silently did keep 

My saddened watch, still clinging to this spot. 

And e'er madly hoping — I scarce know what. 

LI. 
^* I knelt beside her, and I swore 

" A dread revenge. By heaven on high, 
^* And the young heart that breathed no more, 

" I swore her murderer should die — 

*" I swore his blood should wipe from off my br^in 

^* All madness there, ere; I e'er smiled again. 
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LIL 

'* If e'er a curse had power on earth 
" To blast mail's life, *twas surely mine. 

'* It was a curse that had for birth 
" A withered heart — a broken shrine. 

** It was the bitter cry, the wild outpour 

'* Of my young soul — buried for evermore. 

LIII. 
'* O may it fall in bitterest hate, 

" Through all this world's eternity, 
" On rich, on poor, on low or great, 

" And crush the souls eternally 
" Of those who, with deceit and lying snares, 
*^ Entrap the hapless maiden unawares. 

LIV. 

" I left her grave with but one hope 
" In life, one wish, one ferven^ prayer, 

'* One only aim with which to cope, 
" One thought, my maddened brain to share : 

'* One word — * revenge ' — a vengeance on the man 

" Who withered my existence to a span. 

LV. 

'* I madly sought his life — I failed — 
" Was cast in prison for long years ; 

" My freedom with a joy I hailed, 
" And instant sought him, but my fears 

'* Alas I were t|iie : his country he had fled, 

'' His name and fame alike were well nigh dead. 
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LVI. 

•* How passed those weary prison years. 

" I scarce can tell — no smile, no sigh, 
** No hope lit up my mind, no tears 

" Gave me relief. I could not die. 
*• I scarce did live, and wandered sadly there, 
'* My brightest, sweetest dream a blank despair. 

LVII. 

" My hair turned grey, my face grew worn 

•* In youth, and when I sought again 
** The old, old place where I was born, 

" None knew me, but a look of pain 
" Passed o'er each face as they did gaze on me, 
" Then turn and shun me in my misery. 

LVIII. 
" In sorrow then I once more sought 

" This sacred spot— poor Lily's gfrave. 
" As now it lies, long years had wrought 

" A saddened change — ^the grass did wave 
** In Nature's triumph o'er her lowly name ; 
'* Yet as I formed it, still it lay the same. 

LIX. 

They had not touched a single sod, 
" They had not moved one little shell ; 

And on my knees I thanked my God 

" For guarding Lily's grave so well. 

" If they had broken my poor Lily's rest 

'' They would have crushed the heart within my breastr 
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LX. 

•** I trimmed her grave and did reswear 

" The oath I made in days gone by, 
'* And then I sought him till despair 

" Came o*er me, and I feared to die 
^' Ere I had found the villain that I longed 
^' To meet — ^the man that had my young life wronged. 

LXI. 

And year by year, as time rolled past, 
" I sought this grave, each year to swear 
A vengeance deeper than the last : - 
" For in my bosom burned one care — 
•^' But one — lest I should die ere I fulfilled 
** My vow — ere I my enemy had killed. 

LXII. 

'*' It came at last — two years ago 

" He did return — he knew me not. 
*•* I was so old so full of woe, 

'* So hard had been my earthly lot. 
^' He deemed not when he gazed, into my face, 
•** Each wrinkle there his cursed hand did trace. 

LXIII. 

** I knew him, and my heart with joy 

" Did bound again, the blood coursed free 

** Throughout my limbs, as when a boy 
" I sported in my boyish glee. 

" He too was old, but not too old to die, 

*^ And fill the measure of iniquity. 
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LXIV. 

'* For two long years, I watched in vain, 

*' I feared to fail : this chance I knew 
'* Would be my last ; to fail again 

" Were end to hope, and my life too. 
'' Two years I waited, calmly watched each day 
" For vengeance dear to turn and bid me slay. 

LXV. 

" It bid at length, He deeply slept. 

" I gloated o*er my long sought prize, 
*' And in one blow in twain I cleft 

** His beating heart. He strove to rise, 
*' And with one frightful gasp he looked on me, 
" Then backward fell in deathly agony. 

LXVI. 

*' I was avenged. Without a thought 

" Of hope to come — ^without a prayer 
*' For his dark soul with evil fraught — 

** Without a sigh for worldly care, 
" He passed into the grave to humbly wait 
'' A judgment fitting for his demon state. 

LXVII. 

** And now I seek of humankind 

" But one request — O grant it me. 
'' O when in death that rest I find, 

" Which on this earth can never be, 
" O lay me in the grave where LiLY lies 
" That I may with her mount into the skies." 
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LXVIIT. 

He ceased, and knelt as if in prayer, 
The tears ran fast o'er his wan face. 

I pitied him, his lot the care 
That falls to few of human race — 

The woe that darkens life, and makes each ray 

Of bliss, a curse, that will not pass away. 

LXIX. 

He bowed him down and murmured low, 

'^ O Lily, Lily, hear me cry ! 
" O God that there should be such woe. 
Why were we ever bom, O why 

To pass our life in toil, to ever sigh, 
" To live in anguish and in anguish die t 

LXX. 

'' O Lily, Lily, had God willed 

*' That we should wed, it had been good. 

" Why was our youthful cup then filled 
" With bitterness not understood } 

why } O God look down in mercy now — 

O Lily, Lily, well revenged art thou." 

lxxl 
I fled — I could no longer stay — 

My heart was full — full to the brim 

I tore myself in grief away — 

1 could not bear to look at him. 

His was the life, and his the death that we 
Can alter not, yet weep for bitterly. 
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LXXII. 

Then brood O night, in darkness brood, 

And o'er that spot in sorrow stay. 
O wane ye stars, thy multitude 

Of peering eyes, turn ye away. 

blissful solitude sypremely reign — 

And melancholy sing that saddest strain. 

**** *«*«■ 

LXXIII. 

*Twas eve again. Another day, 

Since yester's saddened one, had passed. 

Passed like the dreams that pass away. 
Faded like flowers that day long last, 

Then close for ever, while the morrow's sun 

Brings forth another for each withered one. 

LXXIV. 

1 wandered forth, then stood again 

By Lily'.s grave, where now there wept 
Another soul, who oft in pain 

And worldly weariness had slept. 
With nothing left to live for but to die, 
'O'er that green mound 'neath which he longed to die. 

LXXV. 

Aye there he lay, his world-worn heart 

Did rest for ever by the side 
•Of her of whom he was but part. 

A being — ^wedded to his bride 
In death. A man — whose better life lay dead — 
Buried forever — to hi$ LiLY wed. ! 
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LXXVI. 

' Kind reader pause, the mind of man, 

Though lost to good — though steeped in crime- 
Though sadly marked with evil's ban. 

Oft harbours too a thought sublime — 
A feeling worthy of a better cause — 
A sparkling gem — but such are nature's laws. 

LXXVII. 

And o'er their grave no name was writ, 

No stone to tell to passers by 
Their mystery. And it was fit. 

Unknown they died — unknown they lie. 
And O so peacefully, it were a shame 
To cast a wanton doubt upon their fame. 

LXXVIII. 

There let him sleep. He found no rest — 

No peace — no happiness in life. 
The purest feelings of his breast 

Lived side by side with demon strife. 
His whole existence but a blackened night. 
His love of Lily all he knew of light. 
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ROBIN. 



I. 
I sing poor Robin. Bear with me, 
Nor leave me to my song alone, 
While I do tell his mystery : 
For young and fairly formed was he. 
As comely, too, as e'er need be ; 

But o*er his mind a blight had grown, 
For he was Melancholy's own. 

II; 
Alas ! poor Robin ! he would pour 

Strange words upon the empty air, 
And wandering from his father's door. 
Would dark and lonely woods explore. 
Then home at night-time come once more. 

And long would lie, with vacant stare, 

Upon his bed in calm despair. 

III. 

And something he did ever seek, 
Which ever was not — or at least 

Which he ne*er found ; and for a week. 

At times, no syllable he'd speak. 

But sadly mope, ^nd o'er his cheek 

Would trickle tears, and when they ceased 
He seemed as from some pain released. 
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IV. 

Few noted him, or noting, sighed, 
And deemed him to be born a fool — 

All pitied him, and he replied 

To questions seldom ; but to hide 

From sight of all he ever tried. 
Submitting to no fixed rule, 
To curb him now was thought too cruel. 

y. 

He was an only child — allowed 
From baby-infancy to do 

Whatever he pleased — ^his parents bowed 

To his affliction, and avowed 

Him almost mad ; he was a cloud 

Upon their sky, and they did rue 

That with his birth he died not too. 

VI. 
He was not loved, — he never knew 

What friendship or what kindness meant ; 

From childhood he had learned to view 

All men the same — a heartless crew — 

Who deemed him mad, and let him do 

Whatever he wished, nor one thought spent 

To ease his fate, or please his bent. 

VII. 

And thus he lived, and dragged life by. 

In lonely meditation lost ; 
He wandered forth to weep and sigh, 
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And silently gaze on the sky. 
And wonder, and oft ponder why 

He was so lone, so careworn tossed, 

With life to him so sadly crossed. 

VIII. 

And oft by Robins' there did stray 
Young Minnie Grey — a maiden fair, 

Beloved of all — born on the day 

That Robin was ; but she was gay, 

Lovely and blithe as blooming May — ' 
Fresh and free as the morning air : 
Never to her had come a care. 

IX. 

She oft had seen poor Robin cry, 
And pitied him, and strove to cheer 

His saddened breast — but he was shy, 

And would riin off; then in her eye 

Came pity's tear, she scarce knew why, 
Save that 'twas sad for one so drear, 
No voice of love to ever hear. 

X. 

When Robin seemed more sad one day 
Than was his wont, she did prepare 

To follow him where he should stray — 

He saw her not, but held his way 

To a lone dell, where he did stay, 
And long and sadly sitting there 
Oft in the sky did wildly stare. 
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XI. 

Minnie Grey at length drew nigh 
Young Robin, and his face did rest 

Upon his hands, and he did cry ; 

The trickling tears she did espy 

Roll down each cheek, so rarely dry, 
She watched him, for she thought it best 
To let him weep to ease his breast 

XII. 

Her hand at length she gently laid 
Upon his arm, and whispering said, 

" Oh, do not cry/' One start he made — 

One leap to go, as if afraid. 

But then he turned, his flight delayed. 
And kneeling down, he bowed his head. 
And murmured, " Would that I were dead. 

XIII. 

She tried to soothe him, and the tears 

Came in her eyes to see his grief ; 
He saw them, and it calmed his fears, 
And he that had been sad for years 
Now smiles, and for the first time hears 
A word of pity, and, though brief, 
It gives his aching heart relief. 

XIV. 

He clasps her feet, he asks her why 

He cannot be as other men ; 
Why he must ever weep and sigh, 
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And sadly turn his eyes on high, 
And take no heed as time goes by, 

But ever wander in some glen, 

And dry his eyes, to weep again. 

XV. 

She tells him, though her tears run fast, 

As well she can, his story sad. 
How he was from the world outcast, 
And had been so for long years past. 
And would be while his life did last ; 

How he, from but the merest lad. 

Had e*er been melancholy mad. 

XVI. 

He listened— slowly shook his head — 
And, looking up in Minnie's face, 

" I had a dream," at length he said^ 

*' I dreamt there was a demon bred 

" Within my heart, and it e*er fed 
** Upon my joy, nor left a trace 
" Of aught, save sadness in its place. 

XVIL 

*• I dreamt there was some secret spell 
" Hung o'er my fate, that could I find 

" Would cleanse my heart and make me well ; 

" I dreamt it lay in some lone dell, 

" And nigh unto where I did dwell ; 

" And thus I've sought and lonely pined, 
" Yet still no light has crossed my mind. 
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XVIII. 

" This day I dreamt that it had come, 

" It was an angel, and it flew 
** Before me ; I, with terror dumb, 
" Did sit and weep, and count the sum 
" Of my long wafting — when a hum, 
" As from a voice, did pierce me through, 
" And whisper — ' Love, kind love and true/' 

XIX. 

'* And long I wept and wondered what 
" * Kind love and true ' could ever mean — 

" When some one touched me ; from the spot 

" I would have fled, but strangely could not. 

*^ You seemed so kind, it was my lot 
" To Unger here and seek no screen, 
*' But talk of what I e*er have been, 

XX. 

" O tell me, Minnie, tell me now, 

** What true love means, and if thou art 

" The long sought cure for my sad brow ; 

•' O tell me quickly, and I vow 

" To be thy slave, to ever bow 

" To thy commands — ^to never part, 
" But give thee all my weary heart." 

XXI. 

But Minnie rose as if to go — 

She dried her eyes, from weeping red, 
And strove to smile — ^then, bending low. 
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She took his hand, and murmured slow, 
" May God look down upon your woe ! " 
Then smoothing down upon his head 
The straggling hair, she turned and fled. 

XXII. 

He upward sprang, with sudden scream, 
And gazed around ; and o*er his face 
Did instant flash a hopeful gleam, 
A ray of sunshine, which did seem 
From out his heart to brightly stream, 
And scatter forth, and quick efface 
The last of melancholy's trace. 

XXIII. 

The spell was broken — he was sane — 
He laughed for joy, his hands he clapped. 

He felt clear reason thrill his brain ; 

His mind was eased from anxious pain. 

He was a man — ^was bom again, 
His hated bonds for ever snapt — 
To be no more in madness wrapt. 

XXIV. 

He homeward went, and slept that night 

As he had never slept before — 
For he did dream of angels bright 
That smiled upon him ; and the light 
Of reason streamed upon his sight. 
He lightly slept, the morn no more 
To dread, as he was wont of yore. 
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XXV., 

He dreamt of Minnie, and he thought 

He saw her standing by his side. 
Her presence on his reason wrought, 
He clasped his hands, as she had taught, 
As though her hands he would have caught ; 
And then he smiled and turned aside 
His face, from Minnie's look to hide. 

XXVI. 

Again he met her — ^he had ceased 

To weep — he thanked her and began 
To tell her how, from ban released, 
His reason glowed, his hope increased, 
His mind seemed free, his brain the feast 
Of pleasing fancies, which o'er ran 
His former gloom, and made him man. 

XXVII. 

He told his dream, that he had seen 
Her form while he did sweetly sleep. 

He prayed her be, as she had been. 

His guardian, and ever screen 

His mind from trace of former mien ; 
And his new heart from demon keep. 
And never more for him to weep. 

XXVIII. 

She saw the change her love had made 

In Robin's life, for joy she wept. 
She daily came, and with him strayed, 
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And taught his mind, for he displayed 
Desire to learn. And she e'er prayed 

Each night from harm he might be kept, 

By guardian angels, as he slept. 

XXIX. 

And Robin lived in former style. 

And none but Minnie knew him right, 

For all day long the time he'd wile, 

And in her absence seldom smile, 

But learn the task she set the while, 
And wander forth by day and night 
With Minnie for his guiding light. 

XXX. 

And thus time passed, a year had flown, 
And twenty summers was his tye. 

He had in knowledge greatly grown. 

Could read and write — for be it known 

Poor Minnie had such learning sown 
Witliin his mind that he did nigh 
In learned knowledge with her vie. 

XXXI. 

She was his all, his life, his light — 

His reason lived alone in her ; 
While with her, he was ever bright ; 
Apart, she never left his sight, 
For in his mind by day, by night. 

Her form was traced — it had so grown 

Upon him, that it seemed his own. 

E 
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XXXII. 

And she did love him, strangely, too, 
As why and wherefore, she ne*er cared ; 

But there was something sad to view 

In Robin's face, so kind and true. 

And her deep love so slowly grew 

She knew not when his love she shared 
Until too late to be repaired. 

XXXIII. 

He was her heaven — ever dear — 

She loved as maidens only can ; 
Her life did live in him, and near 
His loving form, she felt no fear 
But longed his accents soft to hear, 

« 

And rest her cheek, oft times so wan. 

Upon his breast while hot tears ran. 

xxxiv. 
And oft they spoke of love, but spoke 

With sorrow, for they each did deem 

Their love was vain, beneath the yoke 

Of hate from all ; their accents broke 

With sobs and sighs ; their hearts did choke 

And ache with grief, still they did seem 

To ever think on love's fond dream. 

XXXV. 

But they were watched, and little thought 
How soon their joy would all be marred, 
Their absence long suspicion wrought, 
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And they were followed, found and caught, 
And Robin to his home was brought. 
And spoken to in language hard, 
Which on his feelings strangely jarred. 

XXXVI. 

His father said that never more 

He was to see young Minnie Grey, 
For he was mad ; his feelings sore 
They hurt ; they tied him on the floor, 
The windows bound, and locked the door. 
And in the darkness let him lay. 
Strange fancies on his mind to prey. 

XXXVII. 

He silent lay — he could not sleep — 
But wildly thought on his sad fate. 

And long he mused — he could not weep. 

But in his breast was forced to keep 

The anguish, which did fiercely steep 
His heart and soul, and make his fate 
So lonely and so desolate. 

XXXVIII. 

Next morning he had fixed to meet 
Poor Minnie in the same old wood, 

Where they did oft so fondly greet ; 

He thought of it, and quickly beat 

His heart — erect upon his feet, 

With single bound, he fiercely stood, 

He snapt his cords as madman would. 

E 2 
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XXXIX. 

The window burst, and he had fled — 

Let him pursue him now, who dares. 
For he did seem by demon led, 
And swiftly through the meadows sped 
As though to raving madness wed, 
And while he this dread aspect wears 
To Minnie's side once more repairs. 

XL. 

And she was there, and noted how 

He seemed so altered and so sad ; 

He told her all — with burning brow, 

With beating heart, though calmer now. 

And he did make an earnest vow 

To seek his fortune, though a lad, 

Though deemed by men to be half mad. 

XLI. 
He grasped her hands, he said, " I go 

" Into the wide, wide world afar, 

" I seek for wealth, and this much know, 

" That if 'tis mine, two years will flow 

" Ere I return ; if wealth comes slow, 

*' And dire misfortune be my star, 

" I swear but five the summers are. 

XLII. 

" I go— now, Minnie, swear to me 

" That you will ne'er forsake nor leave 
The love of Robin, but will be 



TIte Bridal Wreath and oilier Poems. 55 

" His all in all, and ever flee 

" From other's love, and patiently 
** Wait till I come, and e'er believe 
" That I will, Minnie, ne'er deceive." 

XLIII. 

She put her arms his neck around. 
Her face she laid upon his breast, 

His arms about her then he wound, 

And to his bosom closely bound 

Her gentle form ; she turning round 

Her saddened face, did let it rest 

'Gainst his warm cheek, and she was blest. 

. XLIV. 
But short her bliss — one long embrace — 

One earnest kiss, and he was gone ; 
Her steps she slowly did retrace 
In silence to her dwelling place. 
And, lying on her care-worn face 

Upon her bed, she wept till morn. 

She felt so utterly forlorn. 

XLV. 

They searched for Robin long and well, 

But found him not, — all deemed him dead 
Save Minnie Grey ; she did not tell 
What well she might, and from her fell 
No word or breath to break the spell 
Of Robin, who had long since fled. 
Of him or his she little said. 
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XLVI. 

And Minnie's cheek grew pale and thin. 
For Robin she did inward pine ; 

Though suitors strove her hand to win 

She scorned them all, and did begin 

To look so sad, it were a sin 

To check her, when the sun did shine. 
From wandering forth to her incline. 

XLVII. 

And she would often sit and weep 

Where her poor Robin once did stray ; 
The crystal tears would downward creep. 
And one by one, with noiseless leap, 
Adown her cheeks their course would keep, — 
And thus she passed the live -long day, 
Weeping life by drops away. 

XLVIII. 

And in her sleep she oft would-cry 

Out " Robin," and would start and scream. 

And mutter with a heavy sigh, 

** My poor, poor Robin ! O that I 

** May live ! God help him if I die. 
O God ! send down thy mercy's beam, 
And bid him come, ere ends my dream ! " 

XLIX. 

And yet he came not — and her days 

Did pass by thus for two long years. 
And then she looked for him — the rays 
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Of hope did beam awhile, and raise 

Her hopes, yet still in her old ways 

She wandered on, thick-set with fears, 

And ever sheddii^ heart's-blood tears. 

L. 
Yet Robin caaae not ; none can know 

The pang that shot through Minnie's breast, 
To her it was a deathly blow, — 
Her hopes were dead, and she did grow 
More pale, and sad, and full of woe. 

And oft she murmured, when distressed, 

" O come, or I will be at rest." 

LI. 
Her parents cheered her, but 'twas vain. 

She ever passed her life the same ; 
Summer caine, summer went again — 
Another came, but still her pain 
And jgprief of heart did e*er remain ; 

Ah 1 sad and wan had grown her frame. 

But still no Robin ever came. 

LII. 

She did see one night, at midnight, 
Young Robin standing by her side ; 

She gasped — she slowly sat upright — 

Her ghastly cheeks were death-like white. 

Her arms outstretched, as to invite 
Poor Robin home — she said and sighed 
" Come Robin, take your dying bride. 



u 
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LIII. 

" And Robin, I did fear to die 

Ere you would come — but that is past ; 
O ! I have been so sad, and why 
" I know not, and I oft did try 
" To happy be and cease to sigh, 

*' But could not, for my tears came fast — 
" Good Robin, you have come at last. 

LIV. 

" Forgive me, Robin, and forget — 

*• Your vow is kept, I am not wed 
" To aught on earth but thee. O ! let 
" Us live in some lone dell, where yet 
" The foot of man has ne'er been set, — 
** Come dearest, we must softly tread." 
She fell, she sighed, and she was dead. 

LV. 

Her parents found her thus next day, 
And long they wept o'er her sad fate, — 

They dug her grave, where she did stray 

So oft and pass her days away ; 

A stone they raised — " Poor Minnie Grey *' 
Was all it said — nor age, nor date. 
Nor aught of her it did relate. 

LVL' 

Yet each one knew her sad, sad lot. 
And spoke of Minnie with regret. 
And ever as they passed the spot 
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Where lay her grave a pang there shot 
Through them of grief, and tears came hot, 

And they would stand, with eyelids wet, 

And in this world all else forget. 

LVII. 

Five winters now had come and gone. 
And Robin came — he slowly past. 

One calm and lovely summer morn. 

Along the hedgerows of high thorn. 

Around the fields of ripening corn, — 

He nears his home — his heart beats fast — 
O God of Heaven ! could it but last, 

LVIII. 

And he was rich — he had toiled long. 
And now returned to claim his prize ; 

To Minnie e*er he tuned his song ; 

And though he mingled oft among 

The hum of men and busy throng, 
Yet Minnie's form ne*er left his eyes. 
And now to her he hopeful ffles. 

LIX. 

He hurried on through the lone dell 
Where Minnie lay, — he stopt — he read — 

He gave one stifled scream — he fell 

Upon her grave, and forth did well 

His dear heart's blood ; ah ! who can tell 
That pang of grief, for he was dead. 
To Minnie Grey he thus was wed. 
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LX. 

He never knew how she had died, 
And it was well ; he deemed her gay, 

He thought her happy, and his pride 

Was to once more sit by her side 

And claim her as his lovely bride — 

He knew not that with slow decay 

For love of him she passed away. 

LXI. 
And it was well — for, had he known. 

*Twould but have doubly wrenched his soul- 

As 'twas, he died ; one shock had strewn 

His fervent hopes— one pang overthrown 

His pent-up heart ; without a groan. 

Without one voice to aught console, 

His spirit passed to its last goal. 

LXII. 

They found him dead, and then they wept 
O'er his hard fate — By Minnie's side 

They laid him down, and Robin slept. 

In death at length their vows they kept, 

And o'er them both the wild grass crept. 

And round them trees, with branches wide, 

Their resting place e'er strove to hide. 

LXIII. 
Ah ! sad their life and sad their fate. 

And sad this dreary tale of woe ; 

But ye who are with wealth elate. 



The Bridal Wreath and otJier Poems. 6i 

Who never have for love to wait, 
And come, perchance, e*en then too late, 
O shed one tear before ye go 
Where poor young Robin moulders low. 

LXIV. 

And ye, proud dames, who boast of birth, 
And look on love with earthly eyes, 

Who count a man by fortune's worth. 

By so much gold or paltry earth, 

And deem not love can come with dearth, 
O from your bed of wealth arise, 
And drop one tear where Minnie lies. 

LXV. 

Oh ! not that ever tears now shed 
Can reach the inmates of that grave ; 

Oh ! not that sighs, and prayers now said. 

Can e'er avail the lonely dead. 

Or soothe them in their cold, cold bed — 
For they do rest ; and He that gave 
Them life — He saw not meet to save. 

LXVI. 

Poor Minnie ! how her life was crossed ! 

What pangs of grief pierced through her mind. 
As, day by day, all hope she lost. 
And waited, at her dear life's cost. 
And grieved for Robin — care-worn tost ; 

To think how sad when he should find 

She left him but a grave behind. 
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LXVII. 
Yet it was so. Oh sacred thrill 

Of love in youth ! Oh heavenly bliss t 
Oh noblest gift of human will ! 
Oh love, pure love ! in tne instil 
One tithe of thee ; Oh grant me skill 

To sing and hymn thy praise in this 

My song, and judge thee not amiss. 
LXVIII. 
Man knows not joy, nor ever knows — 

Man feels not bliss, nor ever feels — 
But all his life is hapless woes, 
Until he loves — the love of those 
Who die for love — who fight all foes — 

Who live in love — whose heart conceals 

Nought hidden there, but all reveals, 
LXIX. 
Oh God of truth ! how can there be 

In this great world, a man so curst — 
A parent, who his child can see 
Linked heart and soul, yet call her free. 
And with dire threat and dread decree 

Force her to stranger wed, though burst 

Her heart, for other's love athirst. 
LXX. 
And this is so — too sadly true, 

And sadly for it all do rue. 
Oh ye who read these pages through, 
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Ere yet ye leave for fancies new, 

If ever ye have held to view 
A deed of love, which he would do, 
To fell deceit bid first adieu. 



CORESUS AND CALLIRHOE. 

A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Scene I. Forest in Boeotia. 



Coresus alone, 

GORESUS— 

Is this mad dream of love to ever rage 
And gnaw my vitals, unassuaged in nought } 
O this love — burning, yet chilled — will kill me 
With the dread force and shape of its despair ! 
O, trees and mountains, shadow me with gloom, 
That I may hide my breast from the fierce rays 
And horrid light of all existing day. 
Within my heart there is an aching fire, 
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Burning for ever — in sleep — in darkness — 

Flickering its sharp lambent flames around 

E'en the very core of my existence. 

In open day light, and the glare of sun, 

It glows with ten-fold fury, until I, 

All maddened with such pain and torture, flee 

To these dark mountain fells, to grant me e'en 

A partial respite of my hated woe. 

But even here, fn nature's solitude, 

I scarce can Keep within the common bounds 

Of sense and right, my o'er-wrought, worn-out mind ; 

But I do feel a void — a fire within. 

That still keeps creeping, creeping, slowly up — 

Growing, and growing, till I long to burst 

From out the bonds of life, and seek in death. 

That which this life denies me now — relief. 

O love ! is this, forsooth, the gentle sway 

With which thou rulest hearts } Rather for me 

Send plagues — the fury of the gods — Jove's rage — 

His dreaded thunderbolts, than Cupid's dart. 

Avaunt ! thou all consuming plague within ; 

Take thou my bitter curse — my dying hate, 

For since this life has lost for me all charms, 

All — all, save one — and that itself the cause 

Of this my woe : love, unrequited love. 

Thus burning and fervent, but yet so chilled 

By cold disdain, that I no longer wish 
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To live, and bear these horrid pangs for aye. 

So here, in this lone forest, seen by none 

I will cast off the weight that clings to me, 

And lay me down and die. 

\lies down. 



\ 



Enter CuPiD, (singing) — 

ril weave me a garland of roses fair, 

So fair, so fair. 
I'll pluck them, and choose them, with care, with care; 
And bind them around with a maiden's hair, 

Her hair, her hair. 
I'll fly to my love — my sweetheart so rare, 

So rare, so fair. 
And to her in piteous accents declare 
The depth of my love, and this but my prayer. 

My prayer, my prayer, 
That on her sweet brow, she ever must wear. 

Must wear, must wear. 
The wreath I have placed in true love there. 

In true love there, 

And love me for it beyond compare, 

As becomes a maiden so sweet and fair. 

So fair, so rare. 

\sees CORESUS. 

Ah ! a mortal I spy, 
Who all heedless doth lie, 
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With his face to the sky, 
He's sleeping, he's sleeping. 
But how little he deems. 
Save perchance in his dreams. 
That his eyelids, love's beams 
Are steeping, are steeping. 

CORESys, {rising) — 

agony, I live-r-I still breathe forth 

The scorching flames that rage within, and fan 
With fresh air, their fire to further fury. 

1 live, hating that life, that now but adds 
Each coming hour to my great misery. 

[sees Cupid. 

god of Love, have pity on me now — 

My brain is maddened — my whole body burned 
To glowing cinders, which each breeze and air 
Of heaven, wafts into a flame. My life 
Is charred and blackened with the fire of love — 

1 love — O sweet the thought, and yet how dread ! 
I loved — I hate — and yet I still do love 

Fair Callirhoe, as yon heaven's blue vault. 
She is as beautiful, as pure — I love — 
More than my life, I love her — ^worship her. 
And yet she hates me, and the very thought 
Of hate from her, consumes me thus away. 
O god of Love, help, pity, and save me. 
— [Falls on his face. 
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Cupid— 



Ha, Ha, hate is strong, 
But love is stronger, 

And the greater wrong 
Is hated longer. 

Ha. Ha, hate is weak, 
But love is weaker ; 

And the maid we seek. 
Loves us to seek her. 

Ha, Ha, hate is blind, 
But love is blinder. 

Ha, Ha, love is kind. 
But maiden kinder. 

Ha, Ha, hate is strong. 
But maiden stronger. 

Ha, Ha, woo her long, 
And, failing — longer. 



[Exit. 



CoRESUS, {rising) — 
Ah misery, ah misery, the gods 
Themselves, laugh at my woe, and bid me cheer. 
Cheer what ? A heart, that now has sunk so low 
In its despair, that joy to it were death ! 
They bid me hope, when hope has fled for ever 
They bid me strive, when points my strife to sleep. 
Aye, sleep ; not that short hour of blisslul dreams. 
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That soothe poor mortals, making them so oft 

The equals of their princes, yet as oft 

Awakening them to the reality, 

Arid the hard and stern fight of human life. 

Not this sleep, but that sleep profound and deep 

That knows no waking, and that knows no dream, 

That fears no after pain, but calmly rests 

For ever and for ever. This is sleep. 

O, in these lone, lone woods, with the wild trees 

Waving their branches high in mercy o'er me. 

Shutting from out my gaze all glare of day — 

All sign of life — In sweet, sweet solitude 

O let me sleep ! O let the throes and pangs 

Of love, of life, of death, be hushed to rest 

By the quiet moaning of gentle winds. 

That whisper to the tree tops pleasant words 

Of rest — of purity — of lowliness. 

That waft, in their sweet solitude, new thoughts 

Within my brain of other worlds above, 

Of blissful peace and rest for him who dies. 

Here let me die, where thousand flitting birds 

Do sweetly pour their richest melody, 

From out their full stretched throats, and send it thence, 

A pure, bright offering to the morning air, 

A song of rapture, drawn from out their hearts. 

By the rich warmth and liveliness of spring. 

Here let me die, where the sweet flowers of spring. 
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New blown, do smile to see the morning sun, 
And cast their fragrance on the freshening air 
As a mute gift to Nature's majesty. 
Here let me die, beneath the pleasant shade 
Of Nature's canopy, unseen, unknown. 
Here let my spirit lay its burden down, 
And soar for ever in these raptured woods. 
Here let all love, all cares, all human woe, 
Be sunk for ever in their earthly grave. 
Here may I sleep, to never wake again. 
And waking, feel the torture past belief ; 
That blissful love can turn and sting man with. 
Here may I rest my careworn, tortured heart. 
Thus lying down, never again to rise. 

\Lies down and sleeps. 

Enter Callirhoe. 
Callirhoe — 

Iknow not why I wander thus, some power 

Within, urges me on to thus forsake 

The haunts of men, and seek awhile the paths 

That lead to danger, and the darkened lair 

Of savage beasts — ^And yet I still must on — 

Though death I meet, the spell bids on — 

\Sees CORESUS. 
But ah ! 

Why tremble at the sight of mortal form > 

Why need I fear ? 'Tis some poor traveller, 

F 2 
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Who, losing his right path, has wandered on 
In these dark woods, until all strength and hope 
Has left him, and then seeking this lone spot, 
He hath here laid him down and died. 

[Approaches CORESUS. 

joy ! 

He lives, he breathes, though consciousness hath fled; 
Yet if I haste, he still may live, to bless 
The day that Callirhoe wandered thus. 

[Recognises CORESUS.. 
But ah, ye gods, what demon power is this, 
To bring me where this mad Coresus lies. 
I feel my flesh e*en creep at sight of him. 
And all trembling gaze upon his form. 
I fear him — fear his power — I will away 
Ere yet he wakes — but stay, his careworn face 
Speaks hunger, cold, and want — perchance he dies — 
Yet still I will away, e'en though *tis said. 
That Callirhoe murdered him. 

Coresus, (speaking in his sleep.) 

1 live — 

My heart still aches — my body throbs with pain, 
And I, who long to die, am forced to live. 

Callirhoe, (pausing,) 
He speaks — he mutters in his sleep strange words^ 
Of what, he knows not — but I will abide, 
And see what way his ravings tend. 
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CORESUS — 

O sleep, 
How trebly sweet art thou in thy wild dreams, 
And the mad fancies that, unchecked by aught, 
Run rampart through the brain, when all else rests. 
O sleep, if this thy happiness, I would 
Sleep on for ever, and make existence 
But an endless night, to sweetly revel 
In such bliss as this. 

Callirhoe — 

I will awake him. 

Lest within his heart, these same dreams of his. 

Infuse new hope — ^where hopelessness now reigns. 

(Calls out) Coresus ! Coresus ! 

CORESUS — 

A sudden pang. 
As of a sharpened knife, pierces my heart ; % 

I feel all faint — I choke ! I die ! I die. 

Callirhoe— 
Coresus ! Coresus ! awjjike and quit 
These horrid ravings. 

Coresus, (starting up.) 

O, am I not dead ! 
I died — I passed the horror of a death — 
I felt the fatal blow, piercing, and sharp — 

♦ 

And yet I wake, and seemingly do live. 

\Sees Callirhoe and falls at Iierfeet, 
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O, Callirhoe, have but mercy now ! 

O save me from the death, that yawns her mouth 

To swallow me — and if my prayers have faOed, 

Let now my utter misery prevail. 

O heal the wounds that drain my heart's blood forth^ 

With but one word of love. 

Callirhoe— 

Never, from me, 
Coresus, I have sworn by heaven, never. 
All words, entreaties, prayers, alike are vain ; 
Spare your vile breath for willing ears, not mine. 
For I do loathe and spurn your very words ; 
Never from me, dare hope one thought of love. 
Or that which is distilled from love — pity; 
For I do hate thee. 

Coresus— 

Sweet Callirhoe, 
Look on me — see the wreck of what I was — 
Behold me now, careworn, hungry and cold, 
Praying for death to strike in mercy here. 

{Placing his hand on his breast. 
Look in riiine eyes and see despair clear writ — 
Look in my face, haggard, and pale with woe — 
Gaze on my body, thus bleeding, and bruised ; 
For like a wild beast I have wandered on. 
Day by day, driven by a raging fire, 
That goads my brain to madness and despair — 
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Look on Coresus, as he helpless lies. 

And say without a tear, " This is my deed." 

O Callirhoe, I, who would lay down 

My life for thee, am to thee nothing worth ! 

Yet still I love, and pray that I may die. 

Ere love of mine for thee should turn to hate. 

have some pity, some love, some mercy — 
Goad me not too far, or like a beast of prey, 

1 may turn round at bay, and tear the heart 

That has too rashly ui^ed me on. I longed 

E'en now to'die — alone, and all unseen, 

But thou hast come to gloat upon my death. 

O let a word, one word of mercy, fall 

Upon my heart, ere I do hate thee ! 

\Rising. 

Callirhoe — 

Hate ! 

Hate on, Coresus, for I fear thee not. 

Thy hate to me were love — so blindly hate. 

E'en as priest of Bacchus, I defy thee. 

Hate me ! I fear no torture, though 'twere death ; 

Never shall my lips dare say, *' I love thee." 

\ExH. 
Coresus — 

Begone ! for now the love that whilome burned 

Within my heart for thee, is changed to hate. 

Beware, for in my bosom lurks a foe. 

That brooks not now delay. Take heed, fair maid ! 
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For he who loved, can hate. O strong my love, 

But stronger far my hate. So woe to thee ! 

Aye, fearful, sudden woe. But O ye gods. 

Strike me with death, since I have lived to hate, 

O may I die ! O bitter, bitter woe. 

That it hath come to this ! 

[Falls on his face. 

END OF SCENE. 



Scene II. Temple of Bacchus. 
Enter CoRESUS. 

Coresus — 

O Bacchus, thou great god, that bearest dread 

Command and rule o'er minds and thoughts of men. 

Now, causing them at u-ill to be like beasts. 

And having then no reason, helpless lie. 

And wallow in their brutal garb — anon. 

Firing their burning brain ii-ith maddened thoughts. 

Until of their own raving they expire ; 

Worn out by fears that their mad minds but raise. 

O Bacchus, thou great god, whom now I serve 

As faithful priest, I pray thee, grant the prayer 

That I all humbly make ! 

O grant it me. 
In honor of thy name, that I may ser\-e 
Thee doubly well, and bless thee from my heart ! 
^bus, grant my pra>*er ! 

[Pi 
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O Bacchus, hear ! 
O, by these limbs, trembling and torn, with which 
My shattered body I have slowly dragged, 
^Midst great gasps of pain, to this thy altar. 
Here but to lie in utter helplessness, 
O grant the prayer that I do crave of thee ! 

may my woes pierce to thy heart, and move 
Thy utmost pity, so to instant grant 

That which I crave — revenge — for these my wrongs! 
Fair Callirhoe, maid of Calydon, 

1 loved ; yet she disdained my love. I sought 

Her still — begged — prayed — implored her love, in vain* 

I gave her my whole soul in love. I loved 

Her past belief ; yet still she cast me forth, 

And ever spurned me, until I — repulsed — 

And raging with the fire of love, rushed forth 

To seek for death, so great was my despair. 

Among the woods I wandered, till, worn out 

At last, I gladly laid me down to die. 

I longed for rest ; yet this same maiden came 

To mock me in my woe, and taunt my love. 

And then the heart that burned for her in love 

Did hotter grow in hate, and wish her dead. 

Therefore great god, grant me revenge most meet — 

A vengeance on her, bitter and deadly ! 

\Ceases. 
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A Voice, {Sings) 

Bacchus the god. 
Rules vnXh his nod, 
Kings of the earth. 
Has power above 
The god of Love, 
And rules with mirth. 
So bow ye down. 
And worship now, 
The king whose crown 
Is grape vine bough. 

Bacchus the god. 
Rules with a rod 
Of deadly hate ; 
All who so choose. 
Gifts to mis-use. 
Awful their fate. 
So bow ye down, 
And worship now, 
The king whose crown 
Is ivy bough. 

Bacchus the strong. 
Repels all wrong 
To his dread sway. 
For all that slight 
His god-like right. 
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Ah, woe the day ! 

So bow ye down 

And worship now, 

The king whose crown 

Is fig tree bough. 

[ Voice ceases. 

CoRESUS, (Rises and staggers 07it.) 

CORESUS— 

'Tis done, now shall my Callirhoe cry 
To me for mercy — pity — love — in vain. 

SCENE ENDS. 



Scene III. A Street in Calydon. 



Enter a crowd of citizens. 

1st Citizen — 

Peace ! 'tis the gods that send these venomed* plagues 

To revel with our lives, and make us fear 

Our very shadows, lest from them we take 

This cursed death, that ready lurks around 

To seize its victim. Begone ! To your homes ! 

And pray ye constantly, lest ye too die. 

[Exit. 
2nd Citizen — 

Let us away and pray the gods avert 

This dire disease. 

\Exit, 
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3rd Citizen — 

Aye, let us home, ere comes 
This way the plague. 

\Exit all. 
Enter Callirhoe. 
Callirhoe — 

O woe ! That which I feared, 
That which I dreaded, till my heart grew faint 
From very fear — that which I prayed and hoped 
Against, has fallen at last ; and I the cause. 

ye gods, avert this dreaded evil 
From these suffering people, and on me 
Be cast the fury of thy hate ! O let 

his body — the sad cause of all these woes — 
Bear the whole brunt of thy revenge ! O let 
Me die, but to atone for this my sin ! 

{Pauses in attitude of despair^ 
( With sudden start) 

1 will away, will tell these suffering souls, 

Whom now to thank for these their woes, whom now 
To curse — revile — and load with bitter hate. 
I will away — tell them Callirhoe 

« 

Is the cause — beseech them instant slay me. 
And implore the gods to grant them mercy, 
When I no longer live, provoking hate. 
I will away, ere spreads the plague o'er all. 

[Exit. 
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Re-enter CITIZENS with Callirhoe. 

Callirhoe — 

Hear me I pray ! 

1st Citizen — 

Nay, sweet Callirhoe ; 
That which thou say'st is false ; How can the gods 
Bear hate to thee, whom all do love ? 

Callirhoe— 

Nay, hear. 

2nd Citizen — 
We will not hear thee, the gods are but wrath 
With those they plague. Thou art too young and pure 
To e'er be hated so of them. 

Callirhoe — 

Hear me ! 
Nay, hear me ! I beseech thee hear this once, 
O hear me now, and ever after shut 
Thine ears to words and prayers of mine. O think 
That it is I — ^whom ye do truly love— 
I, Callirhoe, who thus humbly craves 
A hearing. O look ye around and see 
Your fathers — brothers, swallowed by this plague ! 
Look ye and see your dearest friends struck dead. 
And then in horror turn and point at me 
As the sole cause. Aye, curse me from your hearts 
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And cry out " death." If ye believe me hot, 
Go, seek the gods, and ask the truth of them, 
And they will tell thee it is even so. 
Ye gods, why blast for one man's petty spite, 
A people's happiness } Why aid the strong 
Against the weak } O Why, for one mad man. 
Make thousands suffer woe } 



[Exit. 



1st Citizen — 

What words are these ? 
Methinks that in them lies some mystery — 
Some woful secret, that unknown to us 
Stalks in our midst, provoking all the gods 
To direst rage. Marked ye the maiden's face, 
How it did glow with earnestness and truth ? 
And yet her looks bespeak her innocence, 
And bid all thoughts of sin avaunt. Let's forth, 
And seek the gods. Let's to the oracle. 
And there find out a cure to doubt and woe. 

2nd Citizen — 

To the oracle ! Though the gods condemn 

Our Callirhoe, I will ever think 

She is most innocent. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE CLOSES, 
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Scene IV. Near Temple of Bacchus. 



Enter Callirhoe, alone. 

Callirhoe — 
'Tis so ; I knew it ; *tis a demon plot 
To gratify revenge. I ever feared 
Coresus ; yet he swore so ardently 
That he did love. I deemed not love like his 
Could turn to deadly hate. Yet so it is, 
And I must die — must give up my young life 
Because I love not — And must suffer death 
To please a man, who whilome thought he loved. 
O death, I fear thee not ; and yet *tis hard, 
Too hard, to die in youth, ere yet the heart 
Is glutted with the joys of mortal life — 
Ere yet the frame is worn and chill with age. 
Yet I must die in youth. So be it then. 

Enter crowd of people — citizefts &c. 

Kind friends, what say the gods ? Spoke I not truth } 
Speak out, your faces do betray your words. 
What say the gods ? Fear not to tell, for I, 
Prepared for death, now fear no mortal's hate. 

1st Citizen — 
O Callirhoe, our full hearts do grieve 
For thee — our minds are darkened, and we walk 
In heaviness and doubt. Thou art too young. 
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Too fair to die. Yet so the gods have willed. 
Thus saith the oracle : " Callirhoe 
" Ye must slay, in sacriBce to Bacchus, 
" Or some one in her stead." 
Callirhoe — 

So be it then — to-morrow let me die — 
This day shall be my last. 

[ExitiieopU — citisens, &c. 
Aye, to-morrow t 
To-day this life is beautiful, we breathe 
The freshening air — we walk in happiness — 
We deem not of our death — we only dream, 
In pleasant musings, of the life we have. 
To morrow we are dead — returned to dust — 
Our hopes, our dreams, our joys, vanished for aye. 
To-day, I live, to-morrow, I must die ! 

Enter Coresus, 

CORESUS— 

Yes, to-morrow, thou must die. 

Callirhoe — 

Cores us ! 
Thou my murderer .' 

CoRESUS — 

Nay Callirhoe, 
Thou must but thank thyself. Bethink thee now I 
I loved thee once — thou did'st despise my suit, 
And further, goad me to a mortal hate 
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Is it not so ? Thou did'st despise the gods, 
And they in righteous anger, seek thy death. 
So say not that I murdered thee. 

Callirhoe — 

O man, 

Cease thy vile words ! O have compassion now, 
And since thou art avenged, O taunt me not. 
Take but my life, and if it pleases thee 
Deny thyself my murderer. Begone ! 
I have but one ^ay more to draw the breath 
Of life, and may not waste it thus on thee. 

CORESUS — 
Thy people love thee, and mayhap some soul 
Weary of life, will offer in thy stead. 
Thou art not watched, and in the night may flee ; 
So talk not thus. One day to live ! aye more ! 
A thousand suns and more may rise and set. 
And thou still bloom, and live, perchance to love. 
Him, whom now thou hatest. So talk not thus. 
But up ! bethink thee of thy life ! 

Callirhoe — 

Away! 
Vile tempter, off ! Thinkest thou 'tis death I fear ? 
. Tis rather life. I seek no substitute, - 
Though thousands offered, I would spurn them all. 
To-morrow, I will be a sacrifice — 
A willing victim to a murderer's hate. \Exit* 
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CORESUS — 

What am I thinking of, to seek her thus ? 

Why feel unmanned now that revenge is sure ? 

O- avaunt such thoughts ! Has she not despised — 

Spurned, and hated me ? Did she not defy 

Me to my worst ? And now she seemingly 

Delights, in that to-morrow she must die. 

So why need I thus tremble at the thought 

Of death ? A creeping horror haunts me here, 

I will away, and set the altar forth 

On which to-morrow Callirhoe dies. 

l^Exit. 

SCENE ENDS. 



Scene V. — Street in Calydon. 



Enter Citizen, bearing Callirlioe dressed for sacrificey, 
followed by a crowd of people. 

Citizen— 

stand I pray ye, and release yon maid, 

1 will be her substitute, bind me then. 

And bear me to the altar, there to die. 

That this sweet maid may live. 

{Procession stands^ 

Callirhoe — 

Why stand ye thus ? 
On ! on ! I say ! Have I not told ye all 
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That I alone will die ? Why then delay, 

And listen to each mad man's suit ? 

[Procession passes on. 
Enter a stranger. 
Stranger — 

Kind friends I am a stranger, and would know, 

Whither flock the people, with a look of care 

Upon each face ? Why carry they yon maid, 

Be-decked and crowned ? Why weep the bearers so ? 

I pray ye tell, for ye be citizens, 

And therefore better understand these things. 

1ST Citizen — 
We flock to Bacchus' temple there to view 
Fair Callirhoe sacrificed. Of all 
She is beloved, and yet the Oracles, 
To purge this city of a sin, decree 
That she must die. And she most willingly 
Consents, nor will accept a substitute. 
Therefore we weep, and follow her to death. 
And pray the gods may yet relent. 

Stranger — 

Tis sad 
Indeed ! And I will also humbly go. 
And view this spectacle. 

1ST Citizen — 

Let's on again. 
And I will tell thee of it by the way. 

SCENE ENDS. 

G 2 
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Scene VI. — Temple of Bacchus. 



Enter a crowd of People^ and Priest, 

Priest — 
This day the plague will cease. The gods demand, 
As is most meet, a human sacrifice, 
As the atonement for the heinous crime 
Ye have committed. Therefore, we are met 
To humbly offer up, a victim meet — 
Fair Callirhoe, whom the gods decree, 
Shall this day die. 

Enter attendants bearing Callirhoe, followed by Coresus 

armed with a sword. 

The fatal hour has come 
O Callirhoe, bid a long adieu 
To mortal life ; speak now if thou dos*t wish. 
For soon, O soon, thou ne'er wilt speak again ; 

Callirhoe — 
And I rejoice thereat. Kind citizens. 
When I am dead — past from this weary world, 
To that of mystery, O weep not then 
As now ye weep ! O shed not then hot tears 
Of sorrow o'er my grave ! lament ye 
Then, no more for me — I will be at rest. 
My life has been a misery — a shroud — 
A cloud of darkness, that ye know not of. 
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And I rejoice, that in my longed for death, 
I do at least some good. So fare ye well. 
Farewell my friends for ever, ever more. 
Coresus, I am ready, take my life. 

Turns to CoresuSy and bares her breast. 

Here beats my heart, and with each beat it longs 
To cease from toil. Then strike and grant its prayer- 
Take vengeance now, and have thy murderous wish, 
On poor, poor Callirhoe. 

Coresus — 

O ye gods. 
Have but mercy now ! O Callirhoe 
Speak not thus, my whole soul is wrenched with woe. 
I am so stricken, that I long to die. 
Call me not murderer, I do but love, 
Q deeply love thee, and I fain would die 
Ere on thy life I wrought a deed of harm. 

Throws down sword. 

Away thou curs6d steel, nor further tempt 
My brain to deeds of blood ! 

Callirhoe — 

Pick up thy sword. 
Be not unarmed, nor basely thus deceive. 
With wily arts, these citizens. Strike deep, 
And glut thy burning breast with vengeance dear ! 
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CORESUS — 
Wrong me not thus. I do in word and deed 
But signify the truth. I seek no life, 
I bear not now within my breast revenge ; 
But as a horrid dream, I view the past. 
And loathe myself for hating thee. O now 
My very soul to thee is love, pure love. 

then forgive, and if it must be so. 

Let other hands perform this deed not mine, 

Callirhoe — 
Take up thy sword, it ill befits thee, thus 
To play the vile deceiver's part O let 
Thy d^eds now prove thy pent up hate. Think not 
These people deem thou lov'st, or that by words 
Thou now can'st lose the burden of my death. 

1 tell thee never ! If thou e'er hadst loved. 
Thou wouldst not so have longed to kilL 

OXESiiS— {Picks up sword) 

'Tis well, 
I will take up the sword, that longs to drink. 
Its' fill of human blood O mortal life. 
How frail art thou, when but a single blow 
Dispels thee, as a breath, the taper^s flame. 
O then it cannot be so hard to die ! 
'TIS but a pang, soon o'er — ^then gentle sleep. 
O citizens, judge ye this day, my love 
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For Callirhoe. Ye have hither brought 
Her as a sacrifice, to stay the wrath 
Of the ojflfended gods. Look on her now, 
She is too young, too beautiful to die ! 
Yet so she wills, but now my love is such. 
That I do say, O Callirhoe live, 
Por I will be thy substitute. 

Stabs himself and falls on ike altar. 
Scene ends. 



Scene VII. — Fountain near Calydon. 



Callirhoe alone. 
Callirhoe — 

O life, O death, which f^ftr I most ? O life, 

O death, thou both to me art terrible. 

How can I drag, each weary day along, 

With these all maddening thoughts within my brain } 

How can I die, with the uncertainty 

Of dread futurity before mine eyes } 

O ! if I do live, 'twill be to madness, 

If I do die, will I find madness too } 

Avaunt ye thoughts of death, O did I know 

The after life, I would not waver now. 

But plunge in this cool fountain, there to seek 

A change, perchance a respite for my brain ; 
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I cannot live, I cannot thus e*er bear, 

The weary burden of this life ! O death. 

Though terrible, thou still art sweeter far 

Than tortured life. Therefore, whatever thy state, 

I will no longer live, but bravely seek 

An endless rest, and risk the doubtful chance 

Of endless woe. 

Plunges in fountain. 



SEJANUS IN PRISON. 



And is this all } Are these cold mouldering walls 

My throne } Is that dim light, that on them falls. 

The long dreamt splendour of a kingly brow } 

O proud ambition ! in the dust art thou. 

Yes, this is all — a dungeon, and despair — 

Thus, then, my purple, I am doomed to wear. 

Ten times more sad than death, to soar so high — 

To almost reach — ^then helpless fall, and die. 

Aye die ! in his dark, unrelenting mind, 

No hope of mercy can I dare to find. 

O Vulsinum, my birth place, and my home. 

Weep o'er my death, and curse the name of Rome. 

O Vulsinum ! in thee, ambition's dream 

First fed my mind, with sight of glory's beam — 
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First made me feel th* aspiring, deadly glow, 
Which, lifted me on high — then dashed me low. 
Yet 'twas my fate, for though, foreseeing all, 
I longed to rise, yet ever feared to fall. 
When but a youth, to a lone mountain's peak, 
In Tuscany, I climbed — 'twas but a freak — 
I longed to view the world — around — afar — 
And mix in it's resistless tide of war. 
I felt the breeze of heaven on my brow — 
My spirit glowed — I swore this solemn vow — 
Ere my life's sun had set, that I would gain 
The purple robe — regardless of all stain. 
I stood a youth, in Vulsinum — blessed youth, 
Ere age corrupts in man all nature's truth — 
When the young mind, rejoicing at its birth. 
Views with exulting glee, the range of earth. 
I said, I stood a youth — pure — ^hopeful — free, 
Unmeshed in trammels of iniquity. 
I came to Rome, and saw the customs there, 
Then did resolve within my mind to spare 
Nor age, nor sex, nor villiany, nor crime, 
But be a demon, in a demon clime. 
I onward fight, and strew my path with dead, 
Till blood of thousands I have cruelly shed. 
With fiendish luck, I almost gain my end — 
The army, senate, people, all befriend — 
All, all, are won to me — but one death more. 
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And I can enter at ambition's door. 

He goes — ^Tiberius leaves — I am alone, 

Now but to mount my hard-earned , long-sought throne. 

I mount, I reach the summit, and I fall — 

Deserted — hated — and despised by all. 

I, who once thought that thousand hearts would leap, 

And rally to my side, alone must weep. 

I, who had power, and all that power bestows, 

But fed and cherished my own greatest foes. 

And here I lie, a man, once almost god, 

But now less famous than this prison's sod. 

So be it, I have tried and failed — my fate 

Is certain — and for death I calmly wait 

But hark ! I hear them — ^they approach my cell ! 

O world ! O life ! For ever fare thee well. 



'TIS OH ! FOR THE WEARY WORLD. 



'Tis Oh ! for the weary world, 
And Oh ! for the weary way ! 

And Oh ! for the weary heart, 

As it takes it's part, 

In the weary, weary fray. 
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Tis Oh ! for the merry laugh, 
And *tis Oh ! for childhood's play. 

And Oh ! for the pleasant smile, 

That does so beguile 
The wearisome hours away. 

Tis Oh ! for the gentle sigh. 

And Oh ! for the love-sick swain, 

And Oh.! for the double bliss. 

Of the first fond kiss, 
That never may come again ! 

*Tis Oh ! for the days to come. 

And Oh ! for the days gone by. 
And Oh ! for the passing years, 
As they steal like tears, 

Adown the cheeks that cry. 

Tis Oh ! for the quiet grave. 

And Oh ! for the long lost dead 
And Oh ! for the dreary sleep. 
That we all must keep. 

With the grass above our head. 

Tis Oh ! for the world of light. 
And Oh ! for the world we leave 

And Oh ! for the bitter woe, 

Wherever we go. 

That makes the weary ones grieve 
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Tis Oh ! for a kindly tone ! 

And Oh ! for a winsome way. 
And Oh ! for a word of love, 
That all else above, 

Can brighten the darksome day. 

Tis Oh ! for a little sleep ! 

And Oh ! for a little rest. 
And Oh ! for a quiet day, 
Ere we pass away. 

To the freedom of the blessed. 



NEW YEAR'S EVE. 

1876. 



Come ! Let us bury the old year, 

Let us dig him a nightly grave. 
And lay him low in his garments sere, 

And weep as for one we could not save — 
As for some one lost — for some one dear — 

For some one gone down beneath the wave- 
For some one departed for evermore. 
Then face the journey that lies before. 

That lies before to the silent land — 
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That leads us on to an unknown strand — 
That all must follow, line upon line, 

Tramp, tramp, the tramp of a countless band, 
Of a mighty host that twist and twine. 

And onward surge to the distant shore, 

And are lost in haze for evermore. 

Come ! Let us bury the old year, 

Let us lay him down at the dead of night, 

In a shattered shroud and a broken bier — 

Let us shed o'er his grave a hallowed tear. 
Then turn on our way and onward fight 

Let us bury the past with it's pleasures and pain 
Let us lay it down with the dying year, 
And without favour, and without fear. 

Take up our weary burden again. 
O God ! could we bury the past — 

Could we only hope — could we only dream — 

Could we only revel our fancies beam. 
In the morrow, approaching fast. 

O God ! could we bury our life — 

Could we cover it up with the mouldering earth 
And start anew with nothing to do, 
But win our way in the morrow's strife — 

The morrow, now struggling for birth. 

no, no ! not bury the past — 
Let us still dream on. 
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When daylight is g<»ie, 
When night approaches fast. 

Of the long time ago ; 
Those dear old days. 
When the world and if s ways, 

Used to puzzle and worry us so. 
Let us still dream on of the olden times, 
Of childhood mirth, of childhood rhymes. 
Of those joyous days that never again 
May come o'er our weary, weary brain. 
Let us still dream on in the silent eve — 
Let us still look up, and bri^t thoi^hts weave, 
For those that are sunk beneath life's wave — 
For those dear old forms that never more. 
May enter again our desolate door. 
O there is not one in the wide, wide world, 

Whose life is so bitter, whose fate so hard. 
Whose hopes have been ever so downward hurled. 

Whose childhood dreams so utterly marred. 
But xvhat he may muse o'er a thought of the past, 
A heaven of his forever to last. 
Go, go then, old year, let us bury you deep. 

Let us lay you down with your weight of Woe, 
But ever the fondest memory keep. 

For those who wait in their quiet sleep — 
— -JEor those who left us alone to weep, 
the long time ago. 
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MAN. 



Proud man, though in thyself thou art 
A speck of dust — the merest mite — 
A grain of sand — ^yet in thy heart 

Thy thoughts of greatness so unite, 
To swell and grow to something bright, 
That in thy proud and lofty flight. 
Thou deem'st thyself so great a part 
Of this great world, that it would stand, 
Nor longer turn, but for thy hand. 

As foaming billows onward dash, 
And ever with a mournful roar. 
Break on the land with furious crash. 

Far rolling up the sandy shore ; 
Thus thousand ages have passed o'er 
This mighty world, and thousand more 
May still yet pass, and further lash 
The race of men, until they lie, 
Like shells and sea-weeds, left to die. 

The soil whereon thou standest now 
Will soon receive thy mouldering clay, 

And other men will spring where thou 
Didst live in pride but yesterday. 
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Thus slowly, surely, pass away 
Thy boastful race, and to the sway 
Of time, do unasked, unhelped bow, 

« 

Yet deem that Death will long delay-^ 
He sudden comes — and where are they ? 



FAIRY SONG. 



Now twist we, twine we. 
Weave we a measure, 

Twist we, twine we, free : 

So twine we, twist we. 
Turn we at pleasure. 

Twine we, twist we, three. 

Now twirl we, whirl we. 
Tread we thus nightly — 
Twirl we, whirl we, so : 
Oh whirl we, twirl we, 
Skim we so lightly — 
Whirl we, twirl we, go. 

Thus trip we, skip we, 
Move we our feet — 
Trip we, skip we, e'er : 
For skip we, trip we, 
Time ever beat. 

Skip we, trip we, near. 
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Oh dance we, prance we, 
Gliding around — 
Dance we, prance we, go : 
I'lien prance we, dance we, 
Swift o'er the ground, 
Prance we, dance we, so. 

1 hen net we, set we. 
Tread we a maze — 
Net we, set we, bound : 
\ow set we, net we 
Three merry Fays — 
Set we, net we, round, 

Now twist we, twine we, 

Weave we a measure, 
J 'wist we, twine we, free : 
So twine we, twist we, 

Turn we at pleasure, 
I wine we, twist we, three. 



BEAUTY IS DEAD. 

\V'p:ep for Beauty, she is dead ; 
Lowly lying is her head. 
All her brightness turned to night, 
l\'is.sed for ever from my sight. 



K 
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All her graces, all her worth 
Turned to dust, and turned to earth. 
Weep with me — I ever weep. 
And my lonely vigil keep, 

Weep, weep with me. 

Angels gaze in pity now. 
Look upon my saddened brow. 
Fabled Fairies, though unseen. 
Tripping o'er the churchyard green, 
Come to me and bend more near — 
Circle round with many a tear. 
Weep for Beauty — she is dead — 
Resting in her earthy bed. 
Gone for ever — ^gone above, 
All I live for — all I love. 
Weep with me, I weep to death. 
Life is ebbing with my breath. 

Weep, weep with me. 

Weep for Beauty in her grave — 
Beauty 's dead, and none could save. 
Cold and lonely now she lies, 
Heeding not when anguish cries. 
Calmly Beauty sleeps alone. 
*Neath this mound with grass o'ergrown. 
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All day long she ever sleeps, 
All night long her silence keeps. 
All day long I ever sigh 
O'er her grave, at evening cry — 
Ever weeping Beauty dead, 
Soon, Oh ! soon TU Beauty wed. 
Weep with me, for I will die. 
Instant to my love I'll fly. 

Weep, weep with me. 

Dig my grave by Beauty's side. 
Let me lie by my fair bride ; 
Wake me not. Oh ! let me sleep, 
Vigil cold to ever keep. 
Write no name, and raise no stone, 
Let us sleep in death alone. 
'Neath one mound two souls repose. 
Clasped in death, their least of woes. 
Weep for me — for Beauty weep. 
We in death will sweetly sleep, 
And our vows for ever keep. 

Eternally ! 



MORNING ON ROTORUA LAKE. 

Oh, Rotorua, see the morn 

Breaks on thy sleep — the coming dawn 

H 2 
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Illumes the sky — ^the mountains round 
Are tipped with gold — the sun has crowned 
Mokoia's isle, and with quick leap 
Bounds on and lights the woodlands steep ; 
Thy waters, calm and glassy lie 
A mirror to the wakening sky, — 
From out thy midst Mokoia's isje 
Seems resting on thy bosom's smile. 
Thy shores around lie wild and tone 
As if man's step they ne'er had known ; 
But such thou art, O heed not day, 
But calmly sleep thy time away. 



ROTORUA BY NIGHT. 

Calm lies the lake, the mountains round 
Are darkly still, nor note, nor sound 
Breaks on the ear — save murmur low 
Of Ngawha in its ceaseless flow — 
Save mournfully the plaintive cry 
Of bush bird from some forest nigh, 
Some lonely bird without a mate 
That wanders thus disconsolate. 
And Oh ! how sadly, wildly sweet 
In the lone night, at forests' feet. 
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The Bell-birds' note break on the ear — 
So low — so melancholy clear ! 
Tis midnight — and deep shadows stream 
O'er the wide lake, like some dark dream ; 
And dimly stands Mokoia's height, 
Through the thick shade of moonless night ; 
And o'er the waters there doth play, 
From its lone peak, one twinkling ray ; 
All else is dark and calmly still — 
Fair Rotorna sleep thy fill. 



ROTORUA.— THE SPIRIT OF THE WOOD. 

" Ngongotaha's peak 

" With shade is o'ercast, 
" And the bush birds shriek 

" To the night at last ; 

« 

" And purple the hills 

" Throw back to the sun, 
" The shade it distils 

" Ere night is begun. 
" Dull red is the sky, 

" And mottled above — 
*• 'Tis the evening's sigh 

" To its day-long love ; 
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" And placid the lake 

" Lies shadowed in sleep, 
" While night is awake 

" Her vigil to keep. 
*' Away I must fly, 

" Nor longer delay, 
" While eve rules the sky, 

*' So away — away ! 
" I mount — Oh I mount, 

" And my journey take 
" To the boiling fount 

" By the sleeping lake." 



ROTORUA.— THE SPIRIT OF THE LAKE. 

" I mount up on high ! 
" I fly— Oh I fly, 

" And I peep at the sun 
*' As he sets behind 
" His evening blind — 

" And now this day is done. 
" I skim o*er the lake, 
"And speed I must make 

" To the opposite shore, 
" Where the mists arise 
" And mount to the skies, 

" And curl for evermore. 
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" On the rocky ledge 
" By the Ngawha's edge 

" A spirit form I meet ; 
" For the maiden fair 
" Of the woods and air 

" I soon will fondly greet. 
, ** So adieu the while 
'* To Mokoia's isle ; 

" Farewell the glassy lake, 
" And hail to the night, 
" When the stars shine bright, 

"For pale Mardeva's sake." 



THE DRUNKARD. 
One long and half deserted street, 

A few by-lanes of mud and grass. 
Six houses — where art wont to meet 

The drunken and the tippling class. 
And there each other often greet 

And drown dull care in many a glass, 
And shout, and sing, and swear, and fight, 
'Till near the dawn of morning light. 

Oh sad it is that this is so, — 

But still no help or cure is there ; 

Man blindly on his way will go, 
Nor list to warning, nor e'en care 
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How soon comes on the dreadful bl(M\ , 

When reckless — maddened with despair- 
And, shrinking from the sight of da\% 
He tramps to death his own mad \\'Ay. 

Oh shame of nations ! shame of man I 
A shame for which we all may blusli. 

To traffic in the devil's ban, 

Overlook its deeds — its horrors hus)). • 

And heed not how, all pale and wan. 
Its victims to destruction rush. 

And die like brutes — but worse, O far I 

By knowing what — aye what they arc. 

A living soul ! Through every wo<: 
Each must ht still a living soui ; — 

They know it — feel it — 'tis their foe 
To haunt them on to death's dark j^oal. 

What chances — hopes they overthrow , 
They sell their souls to Satan, wliole,- - 

And aimless — heedless, onward roll,- 

The world's not worth a living soul. 

A human mind ! A mind that might 
O'er happier scenes, in happier days. 

Have cast around its useful light, 
And earned therefrom its meed of [)raise. 
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What see we now ? A ghastly sight — 
A wreck that on the breaker sways — 
A shattered — shunned — abhorred thing, 
Past help — past hope — past sorrowing. 

And is this all ? Oh ask me not 

To tell thee all — it is too sad : 
But look ! close by yon wretched cot 

Se'est thou that half-starved ragged lad ? 
How hard his look ! How sad his lot ! 

Despair and vice, and all that/s bad 
Stampt on his brow ere life's begun. 
That — that is the drunkard's son. 

Now look within ! Oh God of light ! 

A woman dead upon the floor ! 
Struck slowly down in wants hard fight. 

Clinging to him who loved no more. 
How bright her youth ! How dark her night ! 

Yet still she loved him as of yore. 
When first he vowed his love for life, 
And let her die — a drunkard's wife. 



THE SPIRIT OF THE LAND. 



Wearily, wearily onward I go. 

Wearily, wearily to see such woe ! 

A woman — in childbirth tortured with pain. 

Yet praying to live — to bear it again. I 
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Twere a mercy for her in youth to die, 

Yet she clings to life, and she scarce knows why. 

O let her live, for perchance she may give 

A hope and a joy to brighten this life, 

And melt the dark clouds with which it is rife I 

A baby — new-born to struggle for breath, 
And live, scarce to know the pangs of a death. 
O let it die ere it sees the blue sky, 
And feels the joy that by living it gains, 
While now it but knows that life is all pains. 

Wearily, wearily, onward I go, 

To gaze on a man in his dying throe, 

Though tortured through life with poverty's rack^ 

He prays that that life may be given him back. 

O let it not ! Let that life be forgot. 

For let him now die and sink in sweet sleep, 

When living to him, is living to weep. 

Wearily, wearily, onward I go. 

For the burden of life is full of woe. 

O why does man love and so cling to life. 

When it brings him so much of angry strife ? 

Why wish to live when that life can hut give 

A pang for each joy— each pleasure a pain — 

And few would take up their burden again } 
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THE VOICE OF DEATH. 

I 

" Woe, woe, woe, O bitter, bitter woe," 
A voice went by with a plaintive cry, 
"Oh the beautiful must die, must die," 
"The earth must weep and the earth must sigh, 

"And the tide of life must flow, must flow." 

A voice went by on a rising gale. 
And the winds were biting, sharp, and keen, 
The thunder rolled, and the lightning's sheen 
Lit up so sad, O so sad a scene, 

A face, so calm, so lowly, so pale. 

A spirit flew from that sad sad bed. 
And mournfully winged it's way on high. 
Ever anon with sorrowful sigh, 
It whispered "O glad I am to die," 

"To die, and leave the life I have led." 

A broken heart went up to it's God, 
Up from a world that 'twas glad to leave. 
Did any one weep ? Any one grieve ? 
Any one garlands of roses weave ? 
Any one watch by that lowly sod ? 



i 
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A voice went by with a gentle sigh, 
"Rest, ye weary ones, rest ye and sleep." 
Rest, ye broken hearts, never more weep." 
O cease, ye tired ones, vigils to keep." 

**0 earth's weary ones, — up, — up on high ! 



THE SPIRIT OF THE SEA. 

I HAVE sped o*er the earth 

In anger and mirth, 
I havie swept o'er the sea 

In sorrow and glee, 
And I have found no life 

That is free from strife 

Or the hand of misery. 
But everywhere 
Comes worldly care — 
A hope and a dread together. 

As daylight, though bright, 

Is succeeded by night. 
And sunshine gives room 

To darkness and gloom. 
And a calm to stormy weather. 

'Midst ocean's storm, 

A human form 
Is battling his life away. 
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I see him now 

As o'er his brow 
Spashes the flying spray. 

He fondly clings 

To the life that brings 
Him nothing but dread despair ; 

And he shrieks aloud 

To a flying cloud 
To save him from death — for care. 

For life he knows, 

And its direst throes ; 
But death is so dark and dread. 

But see, it is o'er. 

He breathes no more, 
But sleeps the sleep of the dead. 



TIS BITTER! O BITTER TO PART. 

Tis bitter ! O bitter to part, 
And leave all we love, all we know — 
The hope and the choice of our heart 
Left weeping alone as we go. 

Oh ! 'tis hard for young hearts to part, 
That are linked together in love. 
Voices will choke, and tears will start. 
And angels will sigh from above. 



i 



112 The Bridal Wreath and otfier Poems. 



But a word — but a fond good-bye — 
But a kiss ! and O it is o'er ; 
Years may pass — a life-time may fly 
Ere we meet as we part, once more. 

'Tis bitter to part, too bitter — 
But away with the sickening thought-— 
Farewell ! And in this world's glitter 
Be partial forgetfulness sought. 



C. F. B. 



Sweet baby mine, thy race. is o'er, 

Thy heaven won. O never more 

To battle with the troubles sore, 

The trials and sorrows of this life. 

O never more, in earthly strife, 

To gasp for breath — to gasp in vain — 

To writhe thy features with the pain 

That bursts the links of life's frail chain. 

O never more to breathe the air 

Of mortal life, — to feel a care, — 

To yield a sigh, however slight. 

For things of earth, however bright* 

O never more, O never, never. 

While mortal forms our souls dissever, 
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To feel thy parents' love, and know 
Their tender care, — their heart-felt woe. 
Never ! — this the saddest blow. 
O hard to bear, that must be borne ! 
How hard ! our babe, thus rudely torn 
From all iVs fondest, dearest ties, 
To pass, a spirit in the skies ; 
In this, our only joy now lies, 
That he is safe in Paradise. 

My baby, as a blossom sweet, 

A frail and slender bloom new blown, 

That hungering bees do fondly greet. 

And trample with their tiny feet. 

Nor draw the honey forth alone. 

But snap the stem too weakly grown ; 

And then all heedless onward fly, 

Nor note it drooping, fall, and die. 

Thus o'er thy young and tender frame 

The breath of life in mercy came. 

Too rude it's touch, too strong it's flame — 

It gave thee life, but took instead 

Thy strength to live, and left thee — dead. 

My baby, my poor baby rest. 

And may thy sleep be ever blessed. 

A mother's tear — a pure bright tear — 

Shed on thy brow, to heaven so dear. 
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Appeals in silence 'neath the throne, 
Whither thy spirit form hath flown, 
As a mute prayer to God above. 
To ever watch o'er thee, and love. 



AUGUST, 1870. 

Too fair for earth. 
So formed for mirth. 
Of countless worth, 
O wherefore die .^ 

O wherefore leave, 
And thus bereave. 
Parents that grieve, 
And o'er thee sigh ? 

Thy look of care — 
So young, yet fair ! 
Tis hard to bear. 

That thou should st die. 

Yet baby sleep — 
Thy parents weep, 
And watch e'er keep, 
Where thou dost lie. 
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For thou art dead, 
To death art wed, 
In thy last bed — 
No troubles nigh. 

May angels weep 
O'er thee, and keep 
Unbroke thy sleep 
Sweet babe, good-bye. 



HUSH! COME WITH ME. 

Hush ! come with me, but gently tread. 
Come — ^gaze with me upon the dead. 
See !, there they lie — lift up the veil — 
How calm — how still — ^how very pale. 
How like to life ! How like to sleep ! 
So peaceful too. O do not weep. 
My mother sleeps — O wake her not. 
My baby rests — rock not the cot. 
In death alone that rest they find, 
That endless sleep, to them how kind ! 
Strive not to wake them, wake them never. 
O let them sleep — ^sleep oil for ever. 

I 
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1873. 

Another year has passed — 
A year from off my life. 

May be it is the last 
To me of worldly strife. 

A year has glided by, 
Wasted, O sadly wasted. 

No nearer now am I 
To fame I dreamt I tasted. 

O IS my life to flow 

Thus idly — idly on, 
To bud, but never blow. 

To wither when 'tis gone } 

Ah me ! I fear 'tis so, 
I feel it in my heart. 

could I better know 

To act my life's real part. 

1 feel that hundreds breathe 
And history's fame adorn. 

Who have no brighter wreathe 
Than might shroud me, forlorn. 
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And I have striven long, 

Yet in my bleeding breast 
Must hide my weary song, 

And only hope for rest. 

No more — no more. I feel 

The tide of hope is o'er, 
So I my bosom steel 

To look up never more. 



TO-DAY THE SKY IS CLEAR. 

To-day the sky is clear, 

The sun is shining bright, 
All things to me are dear — 
All things a wild delight ! 
But mark that cloud appear. 
How dark and dull and drear. 
Passed into wintry night, 
O passed from out my sight, 
O passed and left my door 
Have joys for evermore. 

To-morrow seems so dark 

So blank, so fraught with woe — 

No spot, no welcome ark 
Where sorrowers can go, 

I 2 
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O how I ever pray 

And count the present sum 
Of every past to-day, 
And fear the morrow's ray. 

O may mine never come ! 



THE MANIACS LAMENT, 

Alack, alack, and alack ! 

Alack that I was bom, 
To curse the sun in his daily track — 
To curse the thoughts of his coming back^ 

And rising in the mom. 
O why, O why, and O why, 

O why did I e'er live, 
To hate the sight of the blue blue sky. 
To hate the stars and the moon on high, 

To hate the light they give. 
O sad, O sad, and O sad, 

O sad it is for me ! 
For nothing on earth can make me glad. 
And every thing here but drives me mad. 

As mad as I can be. 
O death, O death, and O death, 

O death to thee I pray ; 
Snatch me from life and it's baneful breath 
O take me to thee that swalloweth 

The night time and the day. 
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FRAGMENT. 

A SPIRIT came flying, 

Oft weeping and sighing, 

In bitterness crying, 

" Oh where is that spot 

*• Where there lingers not 

'* A thought of the past, — 

*• Where, all forgot, 

" The dead things rot, 

" And life shall for ever last ? " 

A spirit went slowly. 

So sadly and lowly, 

From sorrowing wholly, 

Repeating aloud. 

*' 'Mong the busy crowd 

" And haunts of life, 

" There hangs a shroud — 

" A death-black cloud — 

" 0*er the light of each one's strife." 



MORNING. 

Night is far spent — the moon has set. 
Darkness and cold again have met. 
But see ! — a weak uncertain light. 
Stands in the East, right through the night. 
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The light grows strong, all doubts are o'er, 

The sick man mutters " day once more ;" 

And fast and fast to every eye 

It shoots athwart the morning sky ; 

And many a man to earn his bread, 

Thus early leaves his simple bed. 

For darkness new afar has fled 

As if on some great course it sped. 

Night is done — The day draws nigh, 

The glare grows lurid in the sky, 

The clouds are tipped with red and gold, 

The shepherd seeks by times his fold. 

The traveller speeds him on his way. 

All nature waits the coming day. 

It fast comes on, — bright grows the light, 

And gone are all the signs of night. 

And look ! — One single, sparkling ray. 

Breaks from the sun — proclaims the day. 



EVENING. 



TlS Eve — the quiet, thought inspiring hour. 
The mediator sweet, 'tween day and night, 

The time when doubting muses gather power, 
And burst forth into fancies pure and bright. 
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Oh ! blessed Eve how beautiful art thou ! 

So fresh, so calm, and so serenely sweet. 
The day and night, to thee both smiling bow, 

And cast their choicest gifts around thy feet. 

The fiery Sun his glorious homage pays. 

And gilds for thee the arc of heaven with gold. 

The bashful moon retrains her silvery rays, 
But sets a gem, to deck thy waning fold. 

Thus art thou Eve, more pure than night and day, 
For hand in hand with thy twin sister Mom, 

All that encharms the day — ^bedecks night's sway, — 
Refined, and doubly sweet, thy skies adorn. 



SUNSET. 

Tis eve, the calm and silent eve, 
When breaking hearts may inward grieve. 
When whispering lovers tell their tale. 
Wandering in the woody vale. 
Tis eve. — ^The sun into the west 
Has sunk, in fullest glory dressed, 
A thousand clouds with golden hue. 
First note the sun, gone from our view. 
And casting back their thousand rays, 
Make heaven itself, one glorious blaze* 
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Surpassing bright ! Surpassing g^and ! 
Before — behind — on every hand, 
The banked up clouds take up the gold, 
Which rolls athwart the sky, and hold 
Themselves a beacon to the earth. 
The hue all golden at its birth, 
Now deeper grows — until blood red. 
The day expires in nature's bed. 



LAMENT. 

Oh ! no, no, not in this world 
Now lies one hope for me ! 

Oh never, never to gaze 

On him that none may see !• 

Oh ! dead, dead, for he is dead — 

Taken away from me ; 
Oh ! lone, lone, beneath the ground 

He sleeps eternally. 

Oh earth, earth, have pity now ! 

Oh nature, bury me ! 
Oh death, death, quick strike me too, 

That I his form may see ! 



The Bridal Wreath and other Poems. 123 



FRAGMENT. 

Should the bond of hatred ever bind . 

The heart of man with its rankling chains ? 
Should love that springs from the human mind, 

Be crushed in the bud to bring forth pains ? 

Should deeds of the days that ^re long gone by, 
Ever be fed with the flames of hate ? 

A few years pass — we droop — we die ; 
Let us forgive, e'er it grows too late. 



1871. 



This is a weary — weary world, 
A very weary world to me ; 
My brightest fancies ever hurled 
Into a dark and dead dead sea. 
Sometimes I think it cannot be, 
And yet it is, and once there came 
An angel from his God on high— 
A spirit in a tender frame, 
To bid me hope, no more to sigh. 
No more to weep and wonder why, 
That all things beautiful should die. 



i 
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I say " he came." Too soon to leave 

A weary, weary world of woe. 

O wherefore, wherefore did I grieve, 

wherefore weep when he did go 
Back to his God, to God so dear, 

■ 

He had not time to tarry here } 
But it is past, and now for joy 

1 weep that my poor little boy 

Did leave me, leave me thus forlorn. 
Return to heaven as soon as born. 



BABY'S GRAVE. 

A LITTLE grave, — a little mound, — 

A string of violets circling round. — 

A simple stone, — a simple word. 

Lisped in Heaven, on earth unheard. 

A single rose bush bowing low — 

A single bloom as white as snow. 

All drooping down, half hid from view. 

And pale from grief, as if it too 

Did o'er the grave a vigil keep. 

And bloom anew to bloom and weep ; 

And weeping, die — untouched, untom, — 

As pure a thing as it was bom ; 

Like the wee babe beneath the sod. 

Too pure to live — returned to God. 



The Bridal Wreath and otfier Poems. 125 



ON A VIOLET PLUCKED FROM THE 

GRAVE. 

Weep, weep, weep o'er the flower again ; 

Sigh, sigh, sigh o'er its bloom once more. 
For 'twill wither as if with pain, 
And quickly dry up to the core. 
'Twill wither and wither away, 
And dry, dry by night and by day. 
Till nothing is left. 

Till nothing is seen. 
Till space is bereft 
Where a flower has been. 

Look, look, look on thy baby's form ; 

Say, say it is beautiful now ! 
Kiss it again — the passing storm 

Will leave it with death on it's brow. 
'Twill struggle and struggle in vain, — 
Cry for it's life, again — again ; 
Till a corpse is left. 

Till the violets wave. 
Where parents bereft 
But weep o'er it's grave. 



i 
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A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

A BEAM of light upon the darkened mind, 
A ray of sunshine to the lonely- blind, 
A well trod pathway to the wandering lost, 
A welcome vessel to the long sea tossed, 
A hope to hopelessness, can never give 
One half the joy, one half the mother's bliss 
Who greets her baby with a raptured kiss. 

When it doth live. 

A deeper madness o'er the maddened brain, 
A tortured death, all frenzied prayers in vain, 
One single hope, the last, last hope of all, 
Crushed in a moment, can scarce heavier fall 
On mortal mind, and there all torturing lie, 
Than the dread pang that on her bed of pain 
The mother feels, to kiss her babe in vain. 

And see it die. 



A FRAGMENT. 

Glittering, glittering. 
See the gold glittering ! 
Over a world so fair. 
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Everywhere, everywhere, 
With it's ornaments rare 
All the earth littering ! 
O what a bitter thing ! 
Over a world of wealth. 
Over rich — over poor, 
To come creeping by stealth 
Into poverty's door. 



VALENTINE'S EVE, 1872. 

I LOOK around — I look afar, 

For some lone star 
On this sad eve of Valentine 

On me to shine. 

My fondest hopes have been all blighted, 

My life benighted, 
And now in sadness and in woe 

I ever go. 

I look around, I look above 

For kindred love 
From some lone heart like mine forlorn. 

To-morrow morn. 
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1873. 

O CAN I muse, O can I dare 

To pen once more a lowly line, 
To sing of all that's passing fair. 
To dream betimes on saddest care, 
And pleasant memories ever share 

With this fond — lonely heart of mine ? 

Time onward rolls, year after year 
Glides swiftly — silently away. 

And still I live, to shed a tear. 

To find this world so ver>'' drear. 

And still I breathe, to hold more dear 
My simple lay, my saddened song. 

And as those years that pass away, 

To come again, O never more. 
So sinks the hope that in me lay, 
3o flickers out the last, last ray 
Of my poor light — my short-lived day, 
Now welcome night for evermore. 



GOING TO REST. 
Going to rest, 

One by one dying, — 
All for the best, — 
Leave off thy sighing. 
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Going to sleep ! 

Life never gave — 
Cease then to weep — 

Peace till the grave. 

Gone to their rest. 

Pillowed in peace. 
O let thy breast 

Sorrowing cease. 

Gone to their home ! 

'Neath the cold sod. 
Never to roam, 

Save to their God. 



LIFE. 

And this is life — from day to day. 

From month to month, and year to year. 

To plod along the same old way, 
With death and poverty to fear. 

To eat and drink, to sleep and wake. 
And daily toil for daily bread. 

To hope for wealth, and goddess make 
Of Fortune, and her easeful bed. 
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To drag life on, and gain each day, 
A step to death — a day gone by, 

Still in life's youth, — prime, — ^and decay 
To scout the thought that all must die. 

A little joy — a little hope, 

A few sad days of wavering breath. 
Pain — ^sorrow — life, together cope, 

And their short struggle ends in death. 



I CANNOT SLEEP. 

I CANNOT sleep, 

My mind is never weary. 
All night I keep 

A vigil very dreary. 

I restless lie — 

My heart is burning in me ; 
I turn and sigh 

And woo fair sleep to win me. 

I shut my eyes, 

With sleep my lids are blessed ; 
But in the skies. 

My spirit takes its rest. 



t 
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My body sleeps, 

My mind, O never, never — 
Its watch it keeps 

For ever and for ever. 



FAIRY SONG. 

Oh, hither I fly, 
Through the evening sky, 

On the wings of the wind, 

To get but one view 

Of the maiden true 
That I left far behind— 

To sit by the side 

Of my lovely bride. 
Wedded in soul to me — 

To hear her sweet voice, 

And inward rejoice, 
Ere I to my body flee ; 

The spirit am I 

Of a love-taught sigh. 
Drawn from the heart's clear stream ; 

And linked with a thought. 

All full of love fraught — 
A hope and a longing dream. 

K 
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Through the pale moonlight, 
Ere the close of night, 
I must take my flight. 

And seek my home afar : 
So away — away, 
For I cannot stay, 
But speed quickly on, 
Ere twilight is gone. 

To my owt brightest star. 



WHEREFORE WEEP ? 

Wherefore weep, O wherefore weep ? 
Love will e'er its promise keep. 
Wherefore cry, O wherefore cry ? 
Years may pass ere it may die. 
Wherefore let, O wherefore let 
Lovely eyelids e'er be wet } 
Wherefore shed, O wherefore shed 
Crystal tears from their fair bed } 
Wherefore hide, O wherefore hide 
Beauty's face, and turn aside ? 
Wherefore weep^ O wherefore weep ? 
Love will e'er its promise keep. 
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Smile again, O smile again, 

Ease my breast from grief and pain ; 

Raise your head, O taise your head, 

Be not thus to sadness wed ; 

Lift your eyes — your smiling eyes. 

Banish all those deep-drawn sighs, — 

Wipe your cheek, so pale and wet — 

All your sadness thus forget. 

Kiss me once, O kiss me sweet. 

Weep no more when we two meet : 

Smile again, O smile again. 

Ease my breast from grief and pain. 



CUPID AND DEATH. 

Cupid once from Heaven straying, 

Met with Death'upon the way. 

And they fell by chance to playing, 

Archer's skill they each essaying. 

Thus their time in games delaying, 

Till at length was done the day, 

And they idling yet did stray. 

Shades of night them message sent 

That 'twas time to homeward fly. 

Quickly then their course they bent 

K 2 



^34 ^^ Bridal Wreath and other Poems, 

Each his way ; but ere they went, 
Shared their arrows, which so blent, 
And so mixed with play did lie. 
Each his own could not descry. 

Thus it is that young men die, — 
Cupid aims a love-meant dart. 
But, alas ! they love defy — 
Death's fell sting they suffer by : 
Death again his shaft lets ily 
'Gainst the aged, toil-worn heart — 
Not to kill, but love impart. 



A FRAGMENT. 

Do not wish, by vain entreating, 
To recall the lowly dead ; 

For their souls are onward fleeting, 

O the hope of some fond meeting. 
When Eternity we wed. 

Far — far away in spirit led. 



RAVING MADNESS. 

" They say Tm mad — and with strong chains 
" They bind and bolt me in this cell, 
" Oh God ! 'twould turn the strongest brains 
" To have sweet life thus made a hell, 
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" To be thus bound in mind and soul, — 

** Buried alive — aye buried whole, 

** To all the world a hidden sight, 

" And this dread life an endless night. 

" A night ! a day ! what matters it ? 

" For ever forced alone to sit, 

" Bound and caged up like brutal beast — 

" In this great world, a man the least. 

" Day dawns on all, and e'en from me — 

^* Though striving hard, it cannot flee ; 

"And daily I do curse the light, 

" And God, who made me such a sight. 

^' Day is the same — night is the same ; 

" A day and night there never came 

" To bring a respite to my frame, 

^' And quench in me this burning flame, 

" Eternal night my spirit holds, 

" Wrapt up in Mania's iron folds — 

'* Day is night — night is doubly night, 

And mind and reason have no light : 

My soul is not a living soul, — 
*' Tis blasted — dead — an endless space, 
" Where demon thoughts in frenzy roll, 
" To scarcely find a resting place. 
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" Ha ! ha ! I'm mad — ^Who says I'm not ? 

" I'm mad — a black and inky blot 

" Upon the world — feared and despised : 

*' A blank — ^a vast encumbrance, prized 

" For nought ; Oh I could weep my eyes 

" From out my head, and heave such sighs 

" As e'en my iron bonds to break, — 

'' But tears and sighs my soul forsake 

" Oh I could dash my brains from out 

" My burning skull, and inward shout 

" With joy, to rid me of this life,' 

" But padded walls, no equal strife 

" Afford, and I must pray for death, 

" And scream again — scream after scream, 

" Till life itself a scream doth seem, 

•' And so prolonged, that every nerve 

" Is strained to give the latest breath, 

" And strain, and strain — nor shrink, nor swerve^ 

'* Till nature swoons — Oh ! would 'twere death." 



ONE BY ONE THE MINUTES FLY, 

Days are passing one by one. 

One by one the moments fly, 
Months are fleeting quickly on. 

One by one the years pass by. 
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Friends are dropping in the grave, 

One by one they fall asleep. 
Oft depart the young — the brave ; 

One by one for them we weep. 

Other faces rise around us, 

One by one us smiling greet. 
And the forms which now surround us, 

Years ago we did not meet. 

Withered hopes beset our way — 

One by one come creeping up. 
Thoughts of chances thrown away. 

Fill the bitter of our cup. 

One by one our sorrows come — 
Come o'er hearts too full of woe, — 

Falling sadly, and o'er some. 
Would that it could not be so. 

One by one, young, care-worn hearts — 
Tom and bleeding in their strife. 

Find too hard their customed parts, — 
Cease to act the play of life. 

One by one cold graves receive us. 

None may know how soon their rest. 
One by one our dear friends leave us. 

Weep not so, 'tis for the best. 
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One by one the minutes fly, 
Every day the last may be. 

One by one we droop and die,- 
Passing to Eternity. 



DRINK. 

There's rain without, there's chill within, 

There's damp upon the bare cracked walls, 
There's angry wind that strives to win 
A resting place, in the wretched space. 
Where the light so dimly falls. 

'Tis bitterly cold, no fire to cheer. 
Where demon want alone holds sway. 

Huddled together — cowed with fear, 

Two children sob, while their hearts scarce throb, 
So dread is their own dismay. 

Hunger and cold they keenly feel. 

And down they despairingly lie. 
Death were mercy o'er them to steal, 
Their father dead, and their mother fled, 

To leave them alone to die. 
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Too young to know to what they owe 

The terrible life they have led — 
Hunger and want, and cold and woe, 
Their garments worn all filthy and torn, 

And never a beggar's bed. 

O God in mercy shield them now, 

Take them away from earthly pain. 
Man himself, too busy I trow. 
Can spare no time to keep them from crime. 

So heaven take them again. 

For if they live, what soul will give 

For them e'en a thought or a care ? 
Or make them shrink from cursed drink. 
And loathe the thing that such evils bring 

While life is so young and fair } 



FAIRY SONG. 

The bones of man lie under the wave. 

Deep down, deep down. 
Where the stillest waters ever them lave, 
And the sea-weed make them a pillowed grave 

Of sombre brown. 
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The wicked mermaids around them trip, 

Around, around, 
And over new graves they wantonly skip, 
And laugh at the sight of a sinking ship. 

With merry sound. 

They take a scull, and roll it about 

Far off, far off. 
And roguishly pick the teeth of it out, 
And fling them away with unearthly shout, 

And wild sea scoff. 

They build a grotto of dead men's bones, 

Piled round, piled round, 
And ever above, when the wild sea moans. 
They dance to the sound of the dying groans, 

With wanton bound. 



NIGHT. 

Hail, Night ! the solemn resting time of all ; 
The hour of sleep, when troubled nations lie 
In slumbers deep ; nor thoughts, nor cares recall, 
'Till coming morn once more illumes the sky. 
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Sweet Night ! whose star-bespangled canopy — 
Glittering with jewels of heavenly light 

Outspread with thousand twinkling rays on high — 
Guards o'er this earth, and trebly blesses night. 

Oh ! as thy countless, glittering stars —first led 
By lonely Venus, standing in the night — 

Shine sweetly down, so let my muse be wed 
And grafted to a thousand rays of light ! 

So let love's theme — love undefiled and pure, 
E'er beautify and guard my youthful lyre, — 

So still may iabled Sirius cast o'er me. 
And o'er my muse his utmost meed of fire. 

Hail ! silvery Moon, slow rising from the sea ; 

The sportive water laughing thee to scorn ; 
Thy sparkling radiance, bursting from thee. 

Eclipses stars that scarce as yet were bom. 

Endymion, sleeping on lone Latmos' height. 
Beneath the spell of thy bewitching rays ; 

Awoke, O Moon, to find thee fled the night, 
To seek his love, and leave thy wonted ways. 

Pale Moon, fair mistress clad in sable garb, 
Farewell ; roll on thy way, yet scorn not earth. 

And since no mortal's love now checks thy barb. 
E'er shed bright tears o'er scenes of former mirth- 
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Oh mighty space ! — Oh all-existing void ! [way. 
Where thousand, thousand worlds hold their set 

By thousand, thousand burning suns up-buoyed, 
To onward whirl and hold their course for aye. 

Infinity ! when we poor mortals strive 
To solve thy depths, and all thy parts dissever ; 

How vain the mighty task ! for who alive 
Can grasp the thought— ^<?r ever and for ever ? 

Oh world ! but as one little drop of rain 
That singly falls into thy surging sea, 

E'en so art thou, with thy watery main. 
As but one drop, to all infinity. 

How great — how far excelling mortal thought — 
How glorious is the unseen Infinite ! 

The God supreme, that these His mercies wrought 
And rulest all the wonders of the night. 
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